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PREFACE. 



The present edition of the Marlborough College 
Hynm-hook dijffers from previous ones in two 
particulars. The number of Hymns has been 
very considerably increased ; and certain hymns 
which are not specially suited for use in Public 
Worship, but which are valued for other reasons, 
have been set apart ia an Appendix. To these 
have been added a" few Sacred Poems, which, it 
is hoped, may help to foster and keep alive a 
healthy devotional spirit in the School. The text 
of the old hymns has been revised throughout, 
and, where possible, has been restored to its 
original form. 

The Editors owe especial thanks to the Dean 
of Westminster for permission to insert his ver- 



IT PBEFACE. 

sion of tlie Dies Iras (in the Appendix, page 
296); to the Eev. W. Walsham How, for the 
free use of his own hymns (see pages 116, 206, 
256), and for several valuable suggestions ; to 
F. T. Palgrave, Esq. for the use of five of his 
beautiful hymns (see pages 11, 28, 29, 194, 257) \ 
and to James Parker, Esq. of Oxford, for per- 
mission to use the extracts from the " Christian 
Year*' which will be found at the end of the 
book. 



Marlbobough, Jwm 1869. 



HYMNS. 



1. 



L. M. 



AWAKE, my soul, and with the sun 
Thy daily stage of duty run ; 
Shake ofi' duU sloth, and joyful rise 
To pay thy morning sacrifice. 

Thy precious time mis-spent redeem ; 
Each present day thy last esteem ; 
Improve thy talent with due care, 
For the great day thyself prepare. 

Wake and lift up thyself, my heart ; 
And with the angels bear thy part, 
Who all night longunwearied sing 
High praise to the Eternal King. 

All praise to Thee, who safe hast kept, 
And hast refreshed me whilst I slept ! 
Grant, Lord, when I from death shall wake, 
I may of endless life partake I 

Tjord, I my vows to Thee renew ; 
Disperse my sins as morning dew : 
Guard my first springs of thought and will, 
And witn Thyself my spirit fill. 

Praise God, from Whom all blessings flow ; 
Praise Him, all creatures here below ; 
Praise Him above, ye heavenly host ; 
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 

Bishop Thomas Ken, 1700 

B 
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2. 

L. M. 

NEW every morning is the love 
Our wakening and uprising prove, 
Through sleep and darkness safely brought, 
Eestored to life, and power,^ and thought. 

New mercies, each returning day. 

Hover around us while we pray ; 

New perUs past, new sins forgiven. 

New thoughts of God, new hopes of heaven. 

If, on our daily course, our mind 
Be set to hallow all we find, 
New treasures still, of countless price, 
God wiU provide for sacrifice. 

The trivial round, the common task. 
Will furnish all we ought to ask ; 
Room to deny ourselves ; a road 
To bring us daily nearer God. 

Only, Lord, in Thy dear love 

Fit us for perfect rest above ; 

And help us, this and every day. 

To live more nearly as we pray. Amen. 

John Keble, 1827. 
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' 3. ^^^"'■^'"''' 

COME, thou bright and moruing star, 
Light of light, without beginning, 

Shine upon us from afar, 
That we may be kept from sinning ; 

Drive away by Thy clear light 
Our dark night. 

Let Thy grace, like morning dew 
Falling upon barren places, 

Comfort, quicken, and renew 
Our dry souls and dying graces ; 

Bless Thy flock from Thy rich store, 
Evermore. 

May Thy fervent love destroy 
Our cold works, in us awaking 

Ardent zeal, and holy joy. 
At the purple morn's first breaking ; 

Let us truly rise, ere yet 
Life has set. 

Ah ! Thou Day-star from on high, 
Grant that at Thy next appearing, 

"We who in the gi'ave do lie. 
May arise. Thy summons hearing ; 

And rejoice in our new life, 
Far from strife. 

Light us to those heavenly spheres. 
Sun of Grace, in glory shrouded ; 

Lead us through this vale of tears, 
To the land where days unclouded. 

Purest joy, and perfect peace. 
Never cease. Amen. 

From the German of Von Eosenroth. 1684 

b2 
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4. 

JESU, Lord of heavenly grace, 
Thou brightness of Thy Father's face, '' 
Thou Fountain of eternal light, 
Whose beams disperse the shades of night ! 

Come, holy Sun of heavenly love, 
Shower down Thy radiance from above, 
And to our inward hearts convey 
The Holy Spirit's cloudless ray I 

And we the Father's help will claim, 
And sing the Father's glorious Name ? 
His powerful succour we implore. 
That we may stand, to fall no more. 

May He our actions deign to bless. 
And loose the bonds of wickedness ; 
From sudden falls our feet defend, 
And bring us to a prosperous end ! 

Christ ! with each returning mom 
Thine image to our hearts is borne : 
Oh, may we ever clearly see 
Our Saviour and our God in Thee ! Amen. 

John Chandler, 1887. 

From St. Ambrose. 



D. C. If. 

YE that have spent the silent night 

In sleep and quiet rest, 
And joy to see the eheerfcd light 

That riseth in the East ; 
Now lift your hearts, your voices r^ise, 

Your morning tribute bring. 
And pay a grateful song of praise 

To heaven's Almighty King. 

And as this gloomy night did last 

But for a little space ; 
As heavenly day^ now night is past, 

Doth show his pleasant face : 
So let us hope, when faith and love 

Their work on earth have done, 
God's blessed face to see above, 

Heaven's better, brighter Sun. 

God grant us grace that height to gain, 

That glorious sight to see. 
And send us, after worldly pain, 

A life from trouble free ; 
"Where cheerful day shall ever shine, 

And sorrow never come : 
Lord, be a place, a portion mine 

In that bright blissful home. Amen. 

GoBooigne. 
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* M\ 7. 6. 7. 6 

«^ "WHILE yet the morn is "breaking 

I thank my God once more, 
Beneath whose care awaking 

I find thd night is o'er ; 
I thank Him that He calls me 

To life and health anew, 
I know whate'er befalls me 

His care will still be true. 

Guardian of Israel, hear me, 

Watch o'er me through the day, 
In aU I do be near me : 

For others too I pray. 
To Thee I would commend them, 

Our church, our youth, our land, 
Direct them and defend them 

When dangers are at hand. 

• gently grant Thy blessing. 

That we may do Thy will. 
No more Thy ways transgressing 

Our proper task fulfil ; 
Thy Spirit put within us, 

And let His gifts of grace 
To all good actions win us. 

That best may show His praise. Amen. 

From the German qf J, MvMmann^ 1618. 
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7. 



CHRIST, whose glory fills the skies, 
Christ the true, the only light. 

Sun of Kighteousness, arise, 
Triumph o'er the shades of night ; 

Day-spring from on high, be near ; 

Day-star, in our hearts appear. 

Dark and cheerless is the mom. 
Unaccompanied by Thee ; 

Joyless is the day's return, 

Till Thy mercy's beams we see : 

Till they pour their gladdening light 

Through the darkness of our night 

Visit then these souls of Thine, 
Pierce the gloom of sin and grief. 

Fill us, Thou light divine, 
Scatter all our unbelief : ♦ 

More and more Thyself display. 

Shining to the perfect day. Amen. 



7 '8. 



CharUs Wesley, 1740. 



HOKNINO. 



8. 

8. 4. 7. 

COME, my soul, thou must be waking — 
Now is breaking 

0*er the earth another day : 
Come to Him who made this splendour, 
See thou render 

All thy feeble strength can pay. 

Gladly hail the light returning ; 
Ready burning 

Be the incense of thy powers : 
For the night is safely ended — 
God hath tended 

"With His care thy helpless hours. 

Pray that He may prosper ever 
Each endeavour, 

• When thine aim is good and true ; 
But that He may ever thwart thee, 
And convert thee. 
When thou evil wouldst pursue. 

Think that He thy ways beholdeth — 
He unfoldeth 

Every fault that lurks within ; 
Every stain of shame glossed over 
Can discover, 

And discern each deed of sin. 
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8. 

(Continued.) 

Fettered to the fleeting hours, 
All our powers 

Vain and brief are borne away : 
Time, my soul; thy ship is steering. 
Onward veering, 

To the gulf of death a prey. 

Mayst thou then on life's last morrow, 
Free from sorrow. 

Pass away in slumber sweet : 
And, released from death's dark sadness, 
Kise in gladness. 

That far brighter Sun to greet. 

Only God's free gifts abuse not. 
Light refuse not, 

But His Spirit's voice obey : 
Soon shall joy thy brow be wreathing. 
Splendour breathing, 

Fairer than the fairest day. 

Round the gifts His bounty showers, 
WaUs and towers 
Girt with flames thy God shall rear : 
. Angel legions to defend thee 
Shall attend thee. 
Hosts whom Satan's self shall fear. 

From the German of Baron Von Can' 
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9. 

8. 7. 8. 7. 7. 7, 

NOW the morn new light is pouring, 

Lord ! may we our spirits raise, 
Through Thy grace our souls restoring ; — 

So, on Thy great day of days, 
"We with joy its dawn may meet 
Fearless at Thy judgment-seat. 

Jesus ! Thou our steps he guiding 

By Thy word's celestial light, 
Now and evermore abiding 

Our defence, our rock of might ! 
Nowhere, save alone in Thee, 
Can we rest^from danger free. 

Lo ! we yield to Thy direction 

Soul and body, heart and mind ; 
Keep Thou all by Thy protection. 

To Thy mighty hand resigned ! 
Thou our glorious God we own ; 
Let us, Lord, be Thine alone ! Amen. 
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10. 

LORD God of morning and of night, 
We thank Thee for Thy gift of light ; 
As in the dawn the shadows fly, 
We seem to find Thee now more nigh. 

Fresh hopes have waken'd in the heart, 
Fresh force to do our daily part ; 
Thy thousand sleeps our strength restore 
A thousand- fold to serve Thee more. 

Yet, whilst Thy will we would pursue, 
Oft what we would we cannot do ; 
The sun may stand in zenith skies, 
But on the soul thick midnight lies. 

Lord of lights ! 'tis Thou alone 
Canst make our darkened hearts Thine own : 
Though this new day with joy we see, 
Great dawn of God ! we cry for Thee ! 

Praise God, our Maker and our Friend ; 
Praise Him through time, till time shall end ; 
Till psalm and song His name adore 
Through Heaven's great day of Evermore. Amen. 

F. T. PcUgrave. 
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11. 

L. M. 

ALL praise to Thee, my God, this night. 
For all the blessings of the li^ht ; 
Keep me, O keep me, King of kings, 
Beneath Thine own almighty wings. 

Forgave me. Lord, for Thy dear Son, 
The ills that I this day have done ; 
That with the world, myself and Thee, 
I, ere I sleep, at peace may be. 

Teach me to live, that I may dread 
The gi-ave as little as my bed ; 
Teach me to die, that so I may 
Rise glorious at the judgment-day. 

may my soul on Thee repose. 
And may sweet sleep mine eyelids close. 
Sleep that may me more vigorous make 
To serve my God when I awake. 

When in the night I sleepless lie. 
My soul with heavenly thoughts supply ; 
Let no ill dreams disturb my rest, 
No powers of darkness me molest. 

Praise God, from Whom all blessings flow ; 
Praise Him, all creatures here below ; 
Praise Him above, ye heavenly host ; 
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. Amen. 

Bishop Thomtis Ken, 1700. 
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12. 

SUN of my soul ! Thou Saviour dear, ' 

It is not night if Thou be near ; 

O may no earth-born cloud arise, 

To hide Thee froiji Thy servant's eyes ! 

When the soft dews of kindly sleep 
My wearied eyelids gently steep, 
Be my last thought, how sweet to rest 
For ever on my Saviour's breast! 

Abide with me from mom till eve, ' 

For without Thee I cannot live : 
Abide with me when night is nigh. 
For without Thee I dare not die. 

If some poor wandering child of Thine 
Have spumed to-day the voice divine. 
Now, Lord, the gracious work begin. 
Let him no more lie down in sin. 

Come near and bless us when we wake, ' 
Ere through the world our way we take ; 
Till in the ocean of Thy love 
We lose ourselves in heaven above. Amen. 



L» SI. 



John KebU, 1827. 
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13. 

SWEET Saviour, bless us ere we go ; 

Thy word into our minds instil ; 
And make our lukewarm hearts to glow 

"With lowly love and fervent wilL 
Through life's long day and death's dark night, 
gentle Jesus, be our Light. 

The day is gone, its hours have run, 
And Thou hast taken count of all. 

The scanty triumphs grace hath won, 

The broken vow, the frequent fall. 

Through life's long day, &c. 

Labour is sweet, for Th6u hast toiled ; 

And care is light, for Thou hast cared ; 
Ah ! never let our works be soiled 

With strife, or bv deceit ensnared. 
Through life's long diiy, &c. 

For all we love, the poor, the sad. 

The sinful, unto Thee we call ; 
let Thy mercy make us glad : 

Thou art our Jesus, and our 'All. 

Through life's long day, &c. Amen. 



68'8. 
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EVENING. 15 



14. 



6. 4. 6. 6. 



THE sun is sinking fast, 

The daylight dies ; 
Let love awake, and pay 

Her eyening sacrifice. 

As Christ npon the Cross 

His Head inclined, 
And to His Father's hands 

His parting soul resigned ; 

So now herself my soul 

Would wholly give 
Into His sacred charge. 

In Whom all spirits live ; 

So now beneath His eye 

Would calmly rest, 
Without a wish or thought 

Abiding in the breast ; 

Save that His will be done, 

Whate'er betide ; 
Dead to herself, and dead 

In H5m to aU beside. 

Thus would I live ; yet now 

Not I, but He 
In all Hid power and love 

Henceforth alive in me. 

One sacred Trinity : 

One Lord divine : 
May I be ever His, 

And He for ever mine ! Amen. 



E. Casufall, from the Latin. 
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15. — ^ 

8. 7. 8. 7. 7. 7. 

THROUGH the day Thy love hath spared us ; 

Now we lay us down to rest : 
Through the silent watches guard us ; 
Let no foe our peace molest ; 
Jesus, Thou our guardian be ! 
Sweet it is to trust in Thee. 

Pilgiims here on earth, and strangers, 

Dwelling in the midst of foes, 
Us and ours preserve from dangers, 
In Thine arms may we repose ; • 
And when life's sad day is past. 
Rest with Thee in heaven at last ! 

Three in One ! let all adore Thee, 

Saints on earth, and saints in heaven ; 
Every creature how before Thee, 
Who hast all their being given. 
And by grace dost us restore ; 
Praise to Thee for evermore. 

TlumM Kelly, 1S06. 
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16. 

ABIDE with me ! fast falls the eventide ; 
The darkness deepens ; Lord, with me abide ; 
When other helpers fail, and comforts flee, 
Help of the helpless, abide with me ! 

Swift to its close ebbs ont life's little day ; 
Earth's joys grow dim, its glories pass away ; 
Change and decay in all around I see ; 

Thou who changest not, abide with me ! 

Come not in terroi*s, as the King of kings ; 
But kind and good, with healing in Thy wings ; 
Tears for all woes, a heart for eveiy plea ; 
Ou to the close, Lord, abide with me ! 

1 need Thy presence every passiog hour ; 

AVliat but Thy grace can foil the tempter's power ? 
Who like Thyself my guide and stay can be ? 
Through cloud and sunshine. Lord, abide with me ! 

I fear no foe with Thee at hand to bless ; 
Ills have no weight, and tears no bitterness ; 
Where is death's sting ? where, grave, thy victory ? 
I triumph still, if Thou abide with me ! 

Hold Thou Thy Cross before my closing eyes ; 
Shine through the gloom, and point ma to the skies ; 
Heaven's morning breaks and earth's vain shadows flee ; 
In life, in death, Lord, abide with me I Amen. 

Henry Francis LyU, 1847. 
C 
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J ^^^^ \^^h!^i:>^ 7- ^- ^- ^- 7- ^• 

NOW alfUTre'woods are sleeping, 
And uight and stillness creeping 

O'er earth with toil opprest : 
But thou my heart awake thee, 
To prayer awhile betake thee, 

And praise thy Maker ere thou re^. 

The last faint beam is going, 
The golden stars are glowing 

In yonder dark-blue deep ; 
And suoh the glwy given 
When, called of God to heaven, 

On earth no more we pine and weep. 

Now thought and labour ceases, 
For night the tired releases 

And bids sweet rest begin ; 
My heart, there comes a morrow , 
Shall set thee free from sorrow 

And all the dreary toil of sin. 

My Jesus, stay Thou by me, 
And let no foe come nigh me, 

Safe sheltered by Thy wing ; 
But would the foe alarm me, 
Oh^ let him never harm me, 
But stiU Tfain€ angels round me sing ! 

Amen. 
Gerhardt, 1653. 
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18. 



HOLIEST, breathe an eyening blessing, 

Ere repose otir spirits seal ; 
Sin and want we com6 confessing. 

Thou canst save and Thon canst heaL 

Though destructioii walk around us, 

Though the arrows past us fly, 
Angel-guards from Thee surround us. 

We are safe if Thou art nigh. 

Though the night be dark and dreairy. 
Darkness cannot hide from Thee ; 

Thou ait He, who never weary 
Watchest where Thy people be. 

Should swift death this night overtake us^ 
And our couch become bur tomb ; 

May the mom in heaven awake us, 
Clad in light and deathless bloom. Amen. 



/. Edmeston. 
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19. 

8. 4. 8. 4. 8. 8. 8. 4. 

GOD, that madest earth and heaven. 

Darkness and light, 
Who the day for toil hast given, 

For rest the night ; 
May Thine angel-guards defend us, 
Slumher sweet Thy mercy send us. 
Holy dreams and hopes attend us, 

This livelong night ! 

Guard us waking, guard us sleeping. 

And, when we die. 
May we in Thy mighty keeping 

All peaceful lie : 
When the last dread call shall wake us. 
Do not Thou, our Lord, forsake us, 
But to reign in glory take us 

With Thee on high t Amen. 

Bishop Reginald Heher, 1827. 
2d stanza by Ardiibishop JVhately. 
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20. 



HEAR Thy children, gentle Jesu, 
While we breathe our evening prayer ; 
Save us from all harm and danger, 
Take us 'neath thy sheltering care. 

Save us from the wiles of Satan, 
'Mid the lone and sleepful night ; 
Sweetly may bright guardian angels 
Keep us 'neath their watohM sight. 

Gentle Jesu, look in pity 
From Thy great white throne above ; 
All the night Thy heart is watchful. 
Never close Thine eyes of love. 

Shades of even fast are falling. 

Day is fading into gloom ; 

When the shades of death fall round us. 

Lead Thine exiled children home. Amen. 
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21. 

8. 6. 8. 6. 8. 8.' 

LORD of. my life, whose tender care 

Hath led me on till now, 
Here lowly at the hour of prayer 

Before Thy throne I bow ; 
I bless Thy gracious hand, and pray 
Forgiveness for another day. 

Oh may I daily, hourly strive 

In heavenly grace to grow ; 
To Thee and to Thy glory live, 

Dead else to all below ; 
Tread in the path my Saviour trod. 
Though thorny, yet the path to God ! 

With prayer my humble praise I bring 

For mercies day by day ; 
Lord, teach my heart Thy love to sing, 

Lord, teach me how to pray I 
All that I have, and am, to Thee 
I offer through Eternity I Amen. 

Anon. 1853. 
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SUNK is the sun's last beam of light, 
And darkness wraps the world in night ; 
Christ ! light ns with Thy heavenly ray, 
Nor let our feet in darkness stray. 

Thanks, Lord, that Thou throughout the day 
Hast kept all grief and harm away ; 
That angels tarried round about 
Our coming in and going out*. 

What we of wrong have done or said, 
Let not the charge on us be laid ; 
That through Thy free forgiveness blest, 
In peaceful slumber we may rest. 

Thy guardian angels round us place, 
All evil from our couch to chase ; 
Both soul and body, while we sleep, 
In safety, gracious Father, keep. Amen. 
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23. 



L. M. 

O GOD, Thou art my God alone ; 

Early to Thee my soul shall cry ; 
A pilgrim in a land unknown, 

A thirsty land whose springs are dry. 

Thee in the watches of the night 

"Will I remember on my bed ; 
Thy presence makes the darkness light ; 

Thy guardian wings are round my head. 

Better than life itself Thy love, 

Dearer than all beside to me ; 
For whom have 1 in heaven above. 

Or what on earth compared to Thee ? 

Praise with my heart, my mind, my voice. 

For all Thy mercies I will give ; 
My soul in Thee shall aye rejoice ; 

My tongue shall bless Thee while I live. 

James Montgomery, 1819. 
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24. 

L. M. 

BEFORE the ending of the day, 
Creator of the world ! we pray 
That with Thy wonted favour Thou 
Wouldst be our Guard and Keeper now. 

Uplift us with Thine Arm of Might, 
So may our souls rise pure and bright ; 
With love divine our hearts inflame, 
To praise Thee for Thy glorious Name. 

Within our spirits ever dwell. 
And worldly darkness thence expel ; 
The faith of old by saints professed 
Root deep within our inmost breast. 

Author of all things, gracious Guide, 
In life be ever at our side ; 
And when the assaults of death impend, 
Thy people strengthen and defend. 

All glory. Saviour, Lord, to Thee, 

Who over death didst triumph, be ; 

To Thee be fear and homage given, 

By hell, and earth, and highest heaven. Amen. 

LaHn Hymn, " Te hi4ii8 ante Urmimtw 
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^ FAT>HER ! by Thy love and power 
Comes again the evening hour ; 
Light has vanished, labours cease^ 
Weary creatures rest in peace : 
We to Thee ourselves resign ; 
Let our latest thoughts be Thine. 

Saviour ! to Thy Father bear 
This our feeble evening prayer ; 
Thou hast seen how oft to-day 
We like sheep have gone astray ; 
Blessed Saviour, yet through Thee 
Grant that we may pardoned be. 

Holy Spirit ! breathing balm. 
Fall on us in evening's calm ; 
Yet awhile before we sleep, 
We with Thee our vigils keep : 
Bend the stubborn heart and will, 
Soften, strengthen, comfort still. 

Blessed Trinity! be near 

Through the hours of darkness dreai- ; 

Watch o*er our defenceless head, 

Keep all evil from our bed ; 

Till the light of morning rays 

Wake us to a song of praise. Amen. 



«7'8. 
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26. 



7'f.. 



STEALING from the world away, 
We are come to seek Thy face ; 
Kindly meet us, Lord, we pray, 
Grant us Thy reviving grace. 

Yonder stars that gild the sky 
Shine but with a borrowed light — 
We, unless Thy light be nigh. 
Wander, wrapt in gloomy night 

Sun of Righteousness ! dispel 
All our darkness, doubts and fears ; 
May Thy light within us dwell, 
TlU eternal day appears. 

Warm our hearts in prayer and praLse, 
Lift our every thought above ; * 
Hear the grateful sougs we raise, 
Fill us with Thy perfect love. Amen. 



Hay Palmer 
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27. 



STAR of mom and even, 

Sun of Heaven's heaven, 
Savioxir high and dear, 
Toward ns turn Thine ear ; 
Through whate'er may come, 
Thou canst lead us home. 

Though the gloom be grievous, 
Those we leant on leave us. 
Though the coward heart 
Quit its proper part. 
Though the tempter come, 
Thou wilt lead us home. 

Saviour pure and holy. 

Lover of the lowly, 

Sign us with Thy sign, 
Take our hands in Thine ; 
Take our hands and come. 
Lead Thy children home ! 

Star of mom and even. 
Shine on us' from heaven ; 

From Thy glory-throne 

Hear Thy very own ! 

Lord and Saviour, come. 

Lead us to our home ! Amen. 



r. M. 



F, T. Palffrave 



BYENING. 29 



28. 



Tit Mm 



LIGHT of life, Saviour dear, 
Before we sleep bow down Thine ear, 
Through dark and day, o*er land and sea. 
We have no other hope but Thee. 

Oft from Thy royal road we part. 
Lost in the mazes of the heart : 
Our lamps put out, our course forgot, 
We seek for God and find Him not. 

What sudden sunbeams cheer our sight ! 
What dawning risen upon the night I 
Thou giv'st Thyself to ui^, and we 
Find Guide and Path and all in Thee. 

Through day and darkness, Savioiir dear, 
Abide with us more nearly near ; 
Till on Thy face we lift our eyes, 
The Sun of God's own Paradise. 

Praise God, our Maker and our Friend ; 
Praise Him through time, till time shall end ; 
Till psalm and song His name adore 
Through Heaven's great day of Evermore. Amen. 

F. T. Palgrave. 



30 EVENING. 



29. 



L. M. 

AGAIN, as evening's shadow falls, 
We gather in these hallowed walls ; 
And yesper hymn and vesper prayer 
Rise mingling on the holy air. 

May struggling hearts that seek release 
Here find the rest of God's own peace ; 
And, strengthened here by hymn and prayer, 
Lay down the burden and the cdre I 

God our light ! to Thee we bow j 
Within all shadows standest Thou ; 
Give deeper calm than night can bring ; 
Give sweeter songs than lips can sing. 

Life's tumult we must meet again. 

We cannot at the shrine remain ; 

But in the spirit's secret cell 

May hymn and i>rayer for ever dwell. Amen. 

Samwl Longfellov'. 



EYBNIKO. 31 



V^ 






30. 

s 

P. M. 



LORD, the shades of night snrroimd us. 
Homeward come Thy wandering sheep, 

Throw Thy sheltering arm around us, 
Safe from every danger keep ; 

Poor[and needy, 
protect us while we sleep ! 

Praise we bring for eyery blessing 

O'er us like the dewdrops shed ; 
May we, Thy rich grace possessing. 

Rest in peace the weary head : 
Holy angels, 

Fold your pinions round our bed. 

When this day of life is ended. 

When its hopes and fears are o'er, 
By a Saviour's love befriended. 

Guide us to the heavenly shore. 
! receive us 

Whwe the light shall fade no more. Amen. 

Lydia H. Sigoumey. 



82 EVSNINO. 



31. 



P. M^ 



THE radiant mom hath passed away, 
And spent too soon her golden store ; 
The shadows of departing day 
Creep on once more. 

Our life is but a fading dawn, 
Its glorious noon how quickly past ; 
Lead us, Christ, when all is gone. 
Safe home at last. 

Oh, by Thy soul-inspiring grace 
Uplift our hearts to realms on high : 
Help us to look to that bright place 
Beyond the sky ; 

Where light, and love, and joy, and peace 
In undivided empire reign. 
And thronging angels never cease 
Their deathless strain ; 

Where saints are clothed in spotless "white. 
And evening shadows never fall. 
Where Thou, Eternal Light of light, 
Art Lord of all ! Amen. 



ThriHif. 



^ 



\ ^Cl EVENING. 38 

^vM^ '— —"i«'- 

SAVIOUR, again to Thy dear Name we raise 
With one accord our parting hymn of praise ; 
We stand to bless Thee ere our worship cease ; 
Then, lowly kneeling, wait Thy^ word of peace. 

Grant us Thy peace. Lord, through the coming night ; 
Turn Thou for us its darkness into light ; 
From hann and danger keep Thy children free. 
For dark and light are both alike to Thee. 

Grant us Thy peace upon our homeward way ; 
With Thee begun, with Thee shall end the day : 
Guard Thou the lips from sin, the hearts from shame, 
That in this house have called upon Thy name. 

Grant us Thy peace throughout our earthly life ; 
Peace to Thy Church, from error and from strife ; 
Peace to our land, the fruit of truth and love ; 
Peace in each heart. Thy Spirit from above. 

Thy peace in sorrow, balm of every pain ; 
Thy peace in death, the hope to rise again ; 
In that dread hour speak Thou the soul's release, 
And call it, Lord, to Thine eternal peace. Amen. 

J. Ellerton. 



D 



84 KVENINO. 



33. 



L* Ml 



FATHER, who didst all things make, 
That heaven and earth might do Thy will, 

Bless ns, this eve, for Jesus* sake, 
And for Thy work preserve us still. 

Son, who didst redeem mankind, 
And set the captive sinner free. 

Keep us, this eve, with peaceful mind, 
That we may safe abide with Thee. 

Holy Ghost, who by Thy power 
The Church elect dost sanctify. 

Seal us, this eve, and, hour by hour. 
These hearts and members purify. 

• 

Pndse be to Father, praise to Son, 
Blest Spirit, equal praise to Thee ! 

Glory to God — ^the Three in One ; 
Glory to God — ^the One in Three ! 



^YXNINO. 35 



34. 



THE 'day, Lord, is spent : 
Abide with us, and rest ; 
Onr heart's desires are fully bent 
On making Thee our guest. 

We have not reached that land, 
That happy land, as yet, 
Where holy angels round Thqe stand. 
Whose sun can never set. 



Our sun is sinking now ; 
Our day is almost o'er : 
O Sun of Righteousness, do Thou 
Shine on us evermore ! Amen. 



D« Jtt« 



John Mason NeaU^ 1854. 



1)2 



ALL praise to Him who dwells in bliss, 
Who made both daj and night ; 

Whose throne is darkness, Id th' abyss 
Of uncreated light. 

Each thought nod deed His pierdQg eyes 

With strictest search survey ; 
The deepest shades no more disgnise 

Than the full blaze of day. 

Whom Thou dost guard, O King of hinjzs, 

No evil shall molest. 
Under the shadow of Th; wings 

Shall they securely rest. 

Thy angeb shall around their beds 

Their constant stations keep ; 
Thy ^th and truth shaU shield their heads, 
' For Thou doat never sleep. 



ETXHINO. 37 

36. 

LORD, another day is flown ; 

And we, a lonely band, 
Are met once more before Thy throne 

To bless Thy fostering hand. 

And wilt Thon lend a listening ear 

To praises low as onrs ? 
Thon wilt I for Thou dost love to hear 

The song which meekness pours. 

And, Jesus, Thou Thy smiles wilt deign 

As we before Thee pray ; 
For Thou didst bless the infant train, 

And we are less than they. 

O let Thy grace perform its part, 

And let contention cease ; 
And shed abroad in every heart 

Thine everlasting peace ! 

Thus chastened, cleansed, entirely Thine, 

A flock by Jesus ied, 
The Sun of holiness shall shine 

In glory on our head. 

And Thou wilt turn our wandering feet, 

And Thou wilt bless our way, 
Till worlds shall fade, and faith shall greet 

The dawn of lasting day ! 

Henry Kirke WMU, 1803. 



7. fl. 7. 6, 8. 8. 

THE <k; is past and over ; 

All thanka, O Lord, to Thee, 
We pray Thee now that sinlesii 

The hours of darknesa be. 
Jbsu I heep us in Thy flight. 
And save us through the coming night 

Tho joya of day are over ; 

We lift our hearts to Thee, 
And ask that pure and holy 

The hours of darkness be. 
Jesu I make their darkness light. 
And save ua through the coming night. 

The toils ot day are over ; 

We raise our hymn to Thee, 
And ask that free from peril 

The hours of darkness be. 
Jesu I keep ns in Thy sight. 
And guard us through the coming night. Amen. 

/. X. Weak. (rraiMlOKMl. J 



EYXNINO. 39 



38. 

6 8*8. 

AS erery day Thy mercy spares 
Will bring its trials and its cares, 
O Sayiour, tiU my life shall end 
Be Thou my Counsellor and Friend ; 
Teach me Thy precepts all divine, 
And be Thy great example mine. 

When each day's scenes and labours close, 
And wearied nature seeks repose, 
With pardoning mercy richly blest, 
Guard me, my Saviour, while I rest ; 
And as each morning sun shall rise. 
Oh 1 lead me onward to the skies. 

And at my life's last setting sun, 

My conflicts o'er, my labours done, 

Jesu ! Thy heavenly radiance shed, 

To cheer and bless my dying bed ; 

Then from death's gloom my spirit raise 

To see Thy face and sing Thy praise. Amen. 



40 EVENING* 



39. 

CHRISTIAN brethren, ere we part, 
Let us each, with gratefdl heart, 
Once more to our Father raise 
Our united hymn of praise. 

Here we all may meet no more ; 
But there is a brighter shore, 
Where, above all sin and pain, 
Brethren, we may meet again. 

To the Triune God of heaven 
Love and praise be ever given- 
Here, and by His hosts above, 
Endless praise, adoring love. 



SABBATH. 41 



40. 

6. 6. 6. 6. 8. 8. 

COME, sons of God, awake. 

To hail this sacred day, 

And in glad songs of praise 

Your grateful homage pay ; 
Come, bless the day that God hath blest, 
The type of heaven's -eternal rest. 

Upon this happy morn. 

The Lord of life arose ; 

He burst the bands of death. 

And vanquished all our foes ; 
And now He pleads our cause above,. 
And reaps the fruit of all His Love. 

Then hail, triumphant Lord ! 

Heaven with Hosannas lings. 

And earth, with humbler strains. 

Thy praise in answer sings : 
Worthy the Lamb, that once was slain, 
Through endless years to live and reign ! 



42 SABBATH. 



41. 



L. M. 



SWEET is the work, my God, my King, 
To praise Thy Kame, give thanks and sing, 
To show Thy love by morning light, 
And talk of all Thy truth at night ! 

Sweet is the day of sacred rest ; 
No mortal cares shall seize my breast ; 
may my heart in tune be found, 
Like David's harp of solemn sound ! 

My heart shall triumph in my Lord, 
And bless His works, and bless His Word ; 
Thy works of grace, how bright they shine ! 
How deep Thy counsels, how divine ! 

Then shall I see and hear and know 
AU I desired or wished below. 
And every power find sweet employ 
In that eternal world of joy. 



Isaac Watts, 1719. 



SABBATH. 43 

42. 



P. M. 



LORD of the worlds aboye. 
How pleasant and how fair 
The dwellings of Thy love. 
Thy earthly temples, are f 

To Thine abode 

My heart aspires 

With warm desires 

To see my God. 

happy souls that pray 
Where God appoints to hear I 
happy men that pay 
Their constant service there f 

They praise Thee still ; 

And happy they 

That love the way 

To Sion's hill. 

They go from strength to strength 
Through this dark vale of tears, 
Till each arrives at length, 
Till each in heaven appears : 

glorious seat, 

When God our King 

Shall thither bring 

Our willing feet ! 



Tgaac Watts, 1719. 



H SABBATH. 



43. 



LORD of the Sabbath I hear our vows, 
On this Thy day, in this Thy house ; 
And own as grateful sacrifice 
The songs which from the desert rise. 

Thine' earthly Sabbaths, Lord, we love ; 
But there's a nobler rest above ; 
To that our labouring souls aspire 
With ardent pangs of strong desire. 

No more fatigue, no more distress ; 
Nor sin nor hell shall reach the place ; 
No groans to mingle with the songs 
Which warble from immortal tongues. 

No rude alarms of raging foes ; 
No cares to break the long repose ; 
No midnight shade, no clouded sun. 
But sacred, high, eternal noon. 

long-expected day, begin I 
Dawn on these realms of woe and sin ! 
Fain would we leave this weary road, 
And sleep in death, to rest with God ! 



L. M. 



Philip Doddridge, 1755. 



/ s. 



6ABBATB. 45 



44. 

ERE another Sabbath'd close, 
Ere again we seek repose, 
Lord, our song ascends to Thee, 
At Thy feet we bow the knee. 

For the mercies of the day, 
For this rest upon oiir way. 
Thanks to Thee alone be giren. 
Lord of earth and King of heaven. 

Cold our services have been. 
Mingled every prayer with sin ; 
But Thou canst and wilt forgive ; 
By Thy grace alone we live. 

Whilst this thorny path we tread, 
May Thy love our footsteps lead ; 
When our journey here is past. 
May we rest with Thee at last. 

Let these earthly Sabbaths prove 
Foretastes of our joys above ; 
While their steps Thy pilgrims bend 
To the rest which knows no end. Amen. 



Anon, 1841. 



46 ADVENT* 

45. 

8. 7. 8. 7. 4. 7. 

LO ! He comes with clouds descending, 
Once for favoured sinners slain ; 

Thousand thousand saints attending 
Swell the triumph of His train : 

Hallelujah ! 
God appears on earth to reign. 

Every eye shall now behold Him 

Robed in dreadful majesty; 
Those who set at nought and soljd Him^ 

Pierced and nailed Him to the tree, 
Deeply wailing, 

Shall the true Messiah see. 

Kow Redemption, long expected, 

See in solemn pomp appear ! 
All His saints, by man rejected. 
Now shall meet Him in the air. 
Hallelujah ! 
' See the day of God appear ! 

■I 

Yea, Amen ! let all adore Thee, 

High on Thine eternal throne; 
Saviour, worlds bow down before Thee ; 

Claim the kingdom for Thine own. 
come quickly ! 

Come, and make Thy glories known ! 

Charles Wesley, 1758. 



ADVENT. 47 



40. 

o« 7* o. /• o. Ot 7> 

GREAT God ! what do I see and hear ? 

The end of things created ! 
The Judge of mankind doth appear. 

On clouds of glory seated ! 
The trumpet sounds, the graves restore 
The dead, which they contained before ! 

Prepare, my soul, to meet Him ! 

who may dare, just King of kings, 

To stand at Thine appearing ? 
One wondrous sight my comfort brings. 

The Judge my nature wearing : 
Beneath His cross I view the day 
When heaven and earth shall pass away, 

And thus prepare to meet Him. 

O Jesu 1 friend to fallen man. 

To me impart Thy merit ; 
Forgive my sin, wash out its stain, 

By Thine Almighty Spirit I 
The trumpet sounds ; the Judge is near ; 
But then my soul, devoid of fear, 

Shall spring with joy to meet Him. Amen. 

Ringvmll and Collyer. 



48 ADYENT. 



47. 

BLOW ye the trumpet, blow, 
Th« gladly solemn sound ; 
Let all the nations know. 
To earth's remotest bound : 
The year of Jubilee is come ; 
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home. 

Jesus, our great High Priest, 
Hath full atonement made ; 
Ye weary spirits, rest ; 
Ye mournful souls, be glad : 
The year of Jubilee is come ; 
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home. 

Extol the Lamb of God, 

The all-atoning Lamb ; 
Redemption in His blood 

Throughout the world proclaim : 
The year of Jubilee is come ; 
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home. 

Ye slaves of sin and hell, 

Your liberty receive ; 
And safe in Jesus dwell, 
And blest in Jesus live : 
The year of Jubilee is come ; 
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home. 

The Gospel trumpet hear, 

The news of heavenly grace ; 
And, saved from earth, appear 
Before your Saviour's face : 
The year of Jubilee is come ; 
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home. 



p. M. 



Charles Wesley, 1751. 



▲STXNT. 49 



48. 



Llrn M. 



THAT day of wrath, that dreadfiil day, 
When heaven and earth shall pass awny, 
What power shall be the sinner's stay ? 
How shall he meet that dreadful day ? 

When shriyelling, like a parclied scroll, 
The flaming heavens together roll ; 
When loader yet, and yet more dread, 
Swells the high trump that wakes the dead ; 

! on that day, that wrathful day, 

When man to judgment wakes from clay, 

Be Thou, O Christ, the sinner's stay. 

Though heaven and earth shall pass away. Ameu. 

Sir W. Scott. 
From the "Dieslrot^ 



50 ADYKNT. 



49. 



P. M, 



DAY of wrath ! that awful day 
Shall the bannered cross display, 
And the earth in ashes lay. 

the shrinking, quivering fear 
When tlie Judge is drawing near, 
To tiie reckoning stern and clear ! 

"When the trumpet shall command, 
Through the graves of every land, 
All before the throne to stand ; 

Death shall shrink, and nature quake, 
When all creatures shall awake 
Answer to their God to make. 

King of awful majesty, 
Saving souls iu mercy free, 
Fount of pity, save Thou me. 

Thou didst toil my soul to gain ; 
Didst redeem me with Thy pain ; 
Be such labour not in vain ! 

Lord, Thine ear in mercy bow. 
Broken is my heart and low. 
Guard of my last end be Thou. 

Day that shall awake the dead ! ^ 

Day of weeping, day of dread ! 
Man for judgment must prepare ; 

Spare, God, in mercy spare ! 
Lord all-loving. Saviour blest, 
Grant to us eternal rest ! Amen. 

TramUUion of "Dies Ir(e.*' 



ADVENT. 61 

60. . 



JESUS shall reign where'er the Bun 
Does his successive journeys nin ; 
His kingdom stretch from shore to shore, 
Till moons shall wax and wane no more. 

For Him shall endless prayer be made, 
And praises throng to crown His Head ; 
His Name, like sweet perfume, shall rise 
With every morning sacrifice. 

People and realms of every tongue 
Dwell on His love with sweetest song. 
And infant voices shall proclaim 
Their early blessings on His Name. 

Blessings abound where'er He reigns ; 
The prisoner leaps to lose his chains ; 
The weary find eternal rest, 
And all the sons of want are blest. 

Where He displays His healing power, 
Death and the cui'se are known no more ; 
In Him the tribes of Adam boast 
More blessings than their father lost. 

Ijct every creature rise and bring 
Peculiar honours to our King ; 
Angels descend with songs again, 
And earth repeat the long Amen. 

IMCUUS Watts, 1719. 
K 2 



L. M. 



52 ADVENT^ 



51. 

JOY to the world, the Tjord is come : 

Let earth receive her King ; 
Let every heart prepare Him room, 

And heaven and nature sing. 

Joy to the earth ! the Saviour reigns ; 

Let men their songs ^nploy ; 
While fields and floods, rocks, hills, and plains, 

Repeat the sounding joy. 

No more let sins and sorrows grow, 

Nor thorns infest th€ ground ; 
He comes to make His blessings flow 

Far aa the curse is found. 

He rules the world with truth and grace, 

And makes the nations prove 
The glories of His righteousness, 

And wonders of His love. 

Isaac WoMs, 1709. ' 



-^'^ 



M' 



s 



ASVBMT. 58 

52. 



v^ 



O. 8. M. 

A FEW more years shall roll, 

A few more seasons come ; 
And we shall be with those that rest 

Asleep within the tomb. 

Then, gi-acious Lord, prepare 

Our souls for that dread day ; 
O ! wash us in Thy precious blood, 

And take our sins away. 

A few more struggles here, 

A few more partings o'er, 
A few more toils, a few more teais. 

And we shall weep no more. 

Then, gracious Lord, prepare 

Our soms for that bright day ; 
O ! wash us in Thy precious blood. 

And take our sins away. 

A few more Sabbaths here 

Shall cheer us on our way ; 
And we shall reach the endless rest, 

The eternal Sabbath-day. 

Then, gmcious Lord, prepai'e 

Our souls for that sweet day ; 
! wash us in Thy precious blood. 

And take our sins away. 

Yet but a little while, 

And He shall come again, 
Who died that we might live, who lives 

That we with Him may reign. 

Then, gracious Lord, prepare 

Our souls for that glad day ; 
! wash us in Thy precious blood, 

And take our sins away. Amen. 



£4 ADVENT. 



53. 



HAIL to the Lord's Anointed, 

Great David's greater Son ! 
Hail in the time appointed, 

His reign on earth began ! 
He comes to break oppression, 

To set the captive free, 
To take away transgression 

And rule in equity. 

ELings shall fall down before Him, 

And gold and incense bring ; . 
All nations shall adore Him, 

His praise all people sing ; 
For He shall have dominion 

O'er river, sea, and shore, 
Far as the eagle's pinion, 

Or dove's light wing can soar. 



7. 6. 



ADTBNT. 55 



53. 

(Contintted,) 

For Him shall prayer imceasmg, 

And daily vows ascend, 
His kingdom still increasing, 

A kingdom witlioat end : 
The mountain dews shall nourish 

A seed in weakness sown, 
Whose fruit shall spread and flourish, 

And shake like Lebanon. 

O'er every foe victorious, 

He on His throne shall rest. 
From age to age more glorious, 

All blessing and all-blest. 
Th6 tide of time shall never 

His covenant remove : 
HifiLName shall stand for ever. 

That Name to us is Love. 

James MoTitgomery, 1822. 



56 JLDYKNT. 



54. 

HAKE the glad sound ! the Saviour comesy 

The Saviour promised long I . 
Let every heart prepare a throne, 

And every voice a song. 

He comes the prisoners to release 

In Satan's bondage held ; 
The gates of brass before Him burst. 

The iron fetters yield. 

He comes &om thickest films of vice 

To clear the mental ray, 
And on the eyelids of the blind 

To pour celestial day. 

He comes to bind the broken heart, 

To make the wounded whole, 
To preach glad tidings to the meek, 

And bless the humble soul. 

Our glad hosannas, Prince of Peace ! 

Thine advent shall proclaim ; 
And earth and heaven shall join to sing 

The glories of Thy Name. 

Philip Doddridge, 1766. 



ADVHNT, 67 



dS. 



8. 7. 



COME, Sayiour long expected, 

Bom to set Thy people free ; 
From our gailt and fear protected, 

We shall find our rest in Thee. 

I8i*aers strength and consolation, 
Hope of all the saints Thou art ; 

Blest desire of every nation, 
Joy of every Christian heart. 

Bom the chains of sin to sever, 
Born a child, and yet a King ; 

Bom to reign in uh for ever. 
Now Thy gracious kingdom bring ! 

By Thine own eternal Spirit 
In our hearts rule Thou alone ; 

By Thine all-sufficient merit 
Raise us to Thy glorious throne. Amen. 



FBOM heaven when ChriBt e«n« down of old 
He took our nature poor and low ; 

He wore no form of angel mould, 

But shared our weakneea and our woe. 

at when He cometh back once more, 
Then shall be set the great white throne ; 
And earth and heaven shall Bee before 
The face of HJrn who sits thereon. 

O Son of God I in glory crowned. 
The Judge ordained of quick and dead ; 

O Son of Han I bo pitting found 
For all the tears Thy people shed. 

Be with na in that awful hour. 

And by Thy crown, and by Thy grave. 
By all Thy love and all Thy power. 
In that great day of Jndgnient save I Ameu. 



CH£IBTMA8i 59 



57. 

P. M. 

ANG£LS, from the realms of glory, 
"Wing your flight o*er all the earth ; 

Ye who sang Creation's story, 
Now proclaim Messiah's birth : 
Come and worship, 

Worship Christ the new-bom King ! 

Shepherds, in the field abiding. 
Watching o'er your flocks by night, 

God with man is now residing. 
Round you shines the heavenly light : 
Come and worship. 

Worship Christ the new-born King ! 

Saints, before the altar bending, 

Watching long in hope and fear, 
Suddenly the Lord descending 

In His temple shall appear ; 
Come and worship. 
Worship Christ the new-born King. 

/. Montgomery. 



80 CHBISTMA8. 



58. 

HARK ! the herald angels sing 
Glory to the new-bom King, 
Peace on earth and mercy mild, 
God and sinners reconciled ! 
Joyful, all ye nations, rise, 
Join the triumph of the skies ; 
Universal nature say, 
Christ the Lord is born to-day ! 

Christ by highest heaven adored ; 
Christ the Everlasting Lord ; 
Late in time behold Him come. 
Offspring of a Virgin's womb ; 
Veiled in flesh the Godhead see ; 
Hail,- th' Incarnate Deity, 
Pleased as man with men to appear, 
Jesus, our Immanuel here I 

Hail ! the heavenly Prince of Peace ! 
Hail ! the Sun of Righteousness ! 
Light and life to all He brings, 
Risen with healing in His wings. 
Mild He lays His glory by. 
Bom that man no more may die. 
Bom to raise the sons of earth. 
Bora to give them second birth, 



8 7'8. 



CHBISTHA8. 61 

58. 

(Continued.) 

Come, Desire of nations, come, 
Fix in ns Thy humble home ! 
Rise, the woman's conquering seed, 
Bruise in us the Serpent's head ! 
Now display Thy saving power, 
Ruined nature now restore, 
Now in mystic union join 
Thine to ours, and ours to Tliine ! 

Adam's likeness. Lord, efface ; 
Stamp Thy image in its place ; 
Second Adam from above, 
Reinstate us in Thy love ! 
Let us Thee, though lost, regain. 
Thee, the Life, the heavenly Man : 
Oh, to all Thyself impart, 
Formed in each believing heart ! 

Charles Wesley, 1748. 



62 EPIPHANY, 



mlliiu^LLit 



59. 

11. 10. 11. 10. 

BRIGHTEST and best of the sons of the morning, 
Dawn on our darkness and lend ns Thine aid ! 

Star of the East, the horizon adorning, 
Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid ! 

Cold on His cradle the dew-drops are shining, 
Low lies His head with the beasts of the stall ; 

Angels adore Him in slumber reclining, 
Maker and Monarch iind Saviour of all ! 

Say, shall we yield Him in costly devotion, 
Odours of Edom, and offerings divine, 

Gems of the mountain, and pearls of the ocean, 
Myrrh from the forest, or gold from the mine ? 

Vainly we offer each ample oblation, 
Vainly with gifts would His favour secure ; 

Richer by far is the heart's adoration ! 
Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor. 

Brightest and best of the sons of the morning, 
Dawn on our darkness and lend us Thine aid ! 

Star of the East, the horizon adorning, 

Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid ! Amen. 

Bishop Regiriald Heher, 1827. 



EPIPHANT. 68 

60. 

6 7'8. 

AS with gladness men of old 
Did the Riding star behold ; 
As with joy they hailed its light, 
Leading onward, beaming bright, 
So, most gracious Loi-d, may we 
Evermore be led to Thee. 

As with joyful steps they sped 
To that lowly manger-bed ; 
There to bend the knee before 
Him whom heaven and earth adore ; 
So may we with willing feet 
Ever seek the mercy-seat. 

As they offered gifts most rare 
At that manger rude and bare ; 
So may we with holy joy. 
Pure and free from sin's alloy, 
All our costliest treasures bring, 
Christ, to Thee our heavenly King. 

Holy Jesus, eveiy day 
Keep us in the narrow way ; 
Ana when earthly things are past, 
Bring our ransomed souls at last 
Where they need no star to guide. 
Where no clouds Thy glory hide. 

In the heavenly country bright 
Need they no created light ; 
Thou its light, its joy, its crown. 
Thou its sun which goes not down ; 
There for ever may we sing 
Alleluias to our King. Amen. 

W. C. JHx. 
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PRAISE, my soul, the King of heaven ; 

To His feet Thy tribute bring ; 
Ransoined, healed, restored, forgiven, 

Who like me His praise should sing ? 
Praise Him ! Praise Him ! 

Praise the everlasting King ! 

Praise Him for His grace and favour 

To our fathers in distress ; 
Praise Him still the same for ever, 

Slow to chide and swift to bless : 
Praise Him ! Praise Him ! 

Glorious in His faithfulness ! 

Angelft, help us to adore Him ! 
Ye behold Him face to face : 
Sun and moon, bow down before Him ! 
Dwellers all in time and space. 

Praise Him ! Praise Him 1 
Praise with us the God of grace ! 

Henry Fraiusis Lyte, 18S4. 
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SAVIOUR, when in dust to Thee 
Low we bow the adoring knee- 
When, repentant, to the skies 
Scarce we lift our weeping eyes — 
O, by all Thy pain and woe, 
Suffered once for man below, 
Bending from Thy throne on high. 
Hear our solemn Litany. 

By Thy helpless infant years ; 
By Thy life of want and tears ; 
By Thy days of sore distress 
In the savage wilderness ; 
By the dread mysterious hour 
Of the insulting tempter's power ; 
Turn, oh, turn a favouring eye. 
Hear our solemn Litany ! 

By Thine hour of dire despair ; 
By Thine agony of prayer ; 
By the crossi, the nail, the thorn, 
Piercing spear, and torturing scorn ; 
Bv the gloom that veiled the skies 
er the dreadful sacrifice ; 
Listen to our humble cry. 
Hear our solemn Litany ! 

By Thy deep expiring groan ; 
By the sad sepulchral stone ; 
By the vault, whose dark abode 
Held in vain the rising God ; 
O, from earth to heaven restored, 
Mighty re-ascended Lord, 
Listen, listen to the ciy 
Of our solemn Litany I 

Sir Robert Grant, 1816. 

F 
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MY faith looks op to Thee, 
Thou Lamb of Calvuy, 

Now hear me while 1 pray ; 
Take all my guilt away ; 
O let me tmm this day ■ 
Be wholly Thine ! 

May Thy rich grace impart 
Strength to my fainting heart, 

My zeal inspire ! 
Ai Than haat died for me, 
may my love to Thee 
Pure, warm, and changeleea be, 

A living fire ! 

While life's dark maze I tread, 
And ^efs around me spread, 

BeThoamy Guide! 
Bid darkness turn to day, 
Wipe sorrow's tears away. 
Nor let me ever stray 

From Thee aside. 

When ends life's transient dream. 
When death's cold sullen stream 

Shall o'er me roll; 
Blest Saviour ! then in love 
Fear and distrust remove ; 
hear me safe ahove, 

A ransomed soul J Amen. 

Say Pall 
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64. 

7'8. 

"WHEN our heads are bowed with woe. 
When our bitter tears overflow, 
When we mourn the lost, the detfr, 
Gracious Son of Mary, hear ! 

V 

Thou our throbbing flesh hast worn, 
Thou our mortal griefs hast borne, 
Thou hast shed the human tear : 
Gracious Son of Mary, hear ! 

When the heart is sad within 
With the thought of all its sin ; 
When the spirit shrinks with fear, 
Gracious Son of Mary, hear ! 

Thou the shame, the grief hast known, 
Though the sins were not Thine own. 
Thou hast deigned their load to bear : 
Gracious Son of Mary, hear ! 

When the solemn death-bell tolls 
For our frail departed souls. 
When our final doom is near, 
Jesu, Son of Mary, hear ! 

Thou hast bowed the dying head. 
Thou the atoning Blood hast shed. 
Thou hast risen from the grave ; 
Holy Jesus, hear and save I Amen. 

Bishop Reginald Heber. 

r 2 "^ 
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65. 

LORD, turn not Thy face away 

Frond them that lowly lie^ 
Lamenting sore their sinfal U^ 

With tears and bitter cry 1 
Thy mercy-gates are open wide 

To them that mourn their «in : 
shut them not against :us, Lord, 

But let us enter in 1 

We need not to confess our fault; ' 

For surely Thou canst tell ; 
What we have done and what we are, 

Thou knowest very well ; 
Therefore to beg and to entreat 

With tears we come to Thee, 
As children that have done amiss 

Fall at their father's knee. 

And need we then, Lord, repeat 

The blessing which we crave, 
When Thou dost know before we speak 

The thing that we would have ? 
Mercy, Lord, mercy we seek ; 

This is the total sum ; 
For mercy. Lord, is all our prayer > 

Oh, let Thy mercy come ! Amen. 

VariaUon by Bishop RegiiuUd Heber, 1827, 
from John Mardleyt 1562. 
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"WHEN g9,theraug clouds around I view, 
And days are dark, and friends are few, 
On Him I lean, who not in vain 
Experienced every human pain ; 
He sees my w.ants, allays my fears. 
And counts and treasures up my tears. 

If aught should tempt my soul to stray 
» From heavenly wisdom's narrow way. 
To fly the good I would i>ursue. 
Or do the sin I would not do. 
Still He, who felt temptation's power. 
Shall, guard me in that dangerous hour. 

If vexxAg. thoughts within, me rise, 
And sore dismayed my spirit dies. 
Still He, who once vouchsafed to. bear 
The sickening ajoguish of despair, • 

Shall sweetly soothe^ shall gently diy. 
The, throbbing Jxeart,the streaming eye. 

And ! YikGJX I have safely past 
Through every conflict but the last, 
Still, stiU, unchanging, watch beside 
My painful bed, for Thou hast died ; 
Then point to realms of cloudless day. 
And wipe tjbe latest tear atway. Amen. 

Sir Robert Grant, 1889 
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67. 



SON of Man, to Thee we cry ; 
By the wondrous mystery 
Of Thy dwelling here on earth, 
By Thy pure and holy birth, 
Lord, Thy presence let us see. 
Thou our Light and Saviour he ! 

Lamb of God, to Thee we cry ; 
By Thy bitter agony. 
By Thy pangs, to us unknown, 
By Thy spirit's parting groan. 
Lord, Thy presence let us see, 
Thou our Light and Saviour be ! 

Prince of Life, to Thee we cry ; 
By Thy glorious majesty. 
By Thy triumph o'er the grave. 
By Thy power to help and save. 
Lord, Thy presence let us see. 
Thou our Light and Saviour be ! 

Lord of Glory, God most high, 
Man exalted to the sky, 
With Thy love our bosom fill ; 
Help us to perform Thy will ; 
Then Thy glory we shall see. 
Thou wilt bring us home to Thee. 

Bishop Mant. 
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68. 

O THOU firom Whom all goodness flows, 

I lift my heart to Thee ; 
In all my sorrows, conflicts, woes, 

Good Lord, remember me. 

When on my fearful burdened heart 

My sins lie heavily, 
Thy pardon grant, Thy peace impart : 

In love remember me. 

When trials sore obstruct my way, 

And ills I cannot flee, 
Oh let my strength be as my day : 

Good Lord, remember me. 

If on my face, for Thy dear name. 

Shame and reproaches be. 
All hail reproach, and welcome shame, 

If Thou remember me. 

When in the solemn hour of death 

I wait Thy just decree. 
Saviour ! with my last parting breath 

111 cry, remember me. 

And when before Thy throne I stand, 

And lift my eyes to Thee, 
Then, with the saints at Thy right hand, 

Receive and pardon me. Amen. 

Thomas Haweis, 17r 
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LOKD, in this Thy mercy's day, 

Ere it pass for aye away, 

On our Joiees we Ml and pray. 

Holy Jesu, grant ns tears, 

Fill ns with heart-searching fears 

Ere the hour of doom appears. 

Lord, on us Thy Spirit pour. 
Kneeling lowly at the door, 
Ere it close for e;vei:mQre.. 

By Thy night of agony, 
By Thy supplicating cry, 
By Thy willingness to die, 

By Thy tears of bitter woe 
For Jerusalem below,. . . 
Let us not Thy love forego. 

Grant us 'neath Thy wings a place, 

Lest we lose this day of grace 

Ere we shall behold Thy face. Amen. 

J6hn Williams: 
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70. 

8. 8. 7. 

BY the Cross sad vigil keeping, 
Stood the Mother, mournful, weeping, 

Where her Son extended hung : 
Alid the piercing sword, deep driven. 
Hath aghast and sorrow-riven 

All her soul with anguish wrung. 

Make me weep beside Thee ever ; 
From. Thy Cross may nought dissever 
I Me, so long as- 1 shall live ;• 
Near it let me stand and sovrow, 
Hallowing many, a mournful morrow 
With the tears that Thou shalt give. 

There, by Thy blest Mother bending, 
Tears with t^ars so h6ly bleiidihg, 

Let me in her anguish sharie : 
Let me, every lust denying,' 
Feel within my Saviour's dying. 

Of Thy wounds fiome imjxress bear. 

Jesu, may Thy Cross defend me, 
Through Thy death salvation send me, 

Shield me with Thy grace and love ! 
When death severs flesh and spirit, 
May my soul through Thee inherit - 

Thy bright Paradise above ! Amen. 

TromalcUion of tTie " Stdbat Mater Dolorosa. 



74 GOOD FKIDAY. 



71. 



WHEN I survey the wondrous Cross 
On which the Prince of glory died. 

My richest gain I count but loss, 
And pour contempt on all my pride. 

Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast 
Save in the death of Christ, my God ; 

All the vain things that charm me most 
I sacrifice them to His blood. 

See from His head, His hands, His feet, 
Sorrow and love flow mingled down ! 

Bid e'er such love and sorrow meet, 
Or thorns compose so rich a crown ? 

Were the whole realm of nature mine, 
That were a present far too small ; 

Love so amazing, so divine. 
Demands my soul, my life, my all. 



L. M 



l8aae Watts, 1709. 
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7'8. 

ROCK of Ages, cleft for me, 

Let me hide myself in Thee ; 

Let the water and the blood, 

From Thy wounded side which flowed, 

Be of sin the double cure — 

Save from wrath, and make me pure. 

Nothing in my hand I bring, 
Simply to Thy Cross I cling ; 
Could my zeal no languor know, 
Could my tears for ever flow. 
All for sin could not atone ; 
Thou must save, and Thou alone. 

While I draw this fleeting breath, 
When my eyes shall close in death, 
When I rise to worlds unknown, 
See Thee on Thy judgment throne, 
Rock of Ages, cleft for me, 
Let me hide myself in Thee. Amen. 

Augustus Montagus Toplady, 1776 
adapted hy Wesley. 
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(I 



TAKE up the Cross," the Saviour said, 
If thou wouldst My disciple be ; 
" Deny thyself, the world forsake, 
" And humbly follow after Me." 

Take up the Cross ; let not its weight 
Fill thy weak spirit with alarm : 
His strength shall bear thy spirit up. 
And brace thy heart, and n^rve tlilne arm. 

Take up the Cross, nor heed the shame, 
Nor let thy foolish pride rebel : 
Thy Lord for thee the Cross endured 
To save thy soul from death and hell. 

Take up the Cross, then, in His stren^h, 
And calmly every danger brave ; 
It guides thee to a better home, 
And gives thee victory o*er the grave. 

Take up the Cross, and follow Christ, 
Nor think tiU death. to lay it down ; 
For only he who bears the Cross 
May hope to win and wear the crown. 

" Take up the Cross," the Saviour said : 
Tread we on earth this sacred road. 
Until we stand with songs of praise 
In presence of the Triune God. Amen. 
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O SACRED Head, surrounded 
By crown of piercing thorn ! 

bleeding Head, so wounded, 
Reviled, and put to scorn ! 

Death's pallid hue conies o'er Thee, 

The glow of life decays. 
Yet angel-hosts adore Thee, 

And tremble as they gaze. 

1 see Thy strength and vigour 
All fading in the strife, 

And death with cruel rigour 

Bereaving Thee of life ; 
agony and dying ! 

love to sinners free ! 
Jesu, all -grace supplying, 

0, turn Thy face on me. 

In this Thy bitter passion. 

Good Shepherd, think of me 
With Thy most sweet compassion. 

Unworthy though I be : 
Beneath Thy cross abiding 

For ever would I rest ; 
In Thy dear love confiding. 

And with Thy presence blest. 

From ihe German of Paul Gerhardt^ 1659. 
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P. M. 

HAIL that Head, with sorrows bowing, 
Crowned with thorns, with anguish flowing ; 
And that Body, pierced and shaken, « 

Mocked of men, of God forsaken. 
Marred beyond the sons of men ; 

By Thy death, of life the Giver, 
When we suffer, oh deliver I 
In our sorrow and our weakness, 
Thou, who didst prevail by meekness, 
Think upon Thy woes again ! 

When the hour of death is near us. 
Be Thou present. Lord, to cheer us ; 
In that time of fear and sadness 
Tarry not, our Help and Gladness, 
Saviour of the sons of men 1 

When our latest breath is failing, 
Be Thy Spirit all prevailing ; 
When the Tempter's wUes shall prove us, 
Show Thy sacred sign above us, 
Hold us, save us, free us, then. 

Alford. 
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SWEET the moments, rich in blessing, 

Which before the Cross I spend ; 
Life and health and peace possessing 

Through the sinner's dying Friend. 
Kneel we now in wonder viewing 

Mercy's streams in streams of Blood, 
Precious drops, our sonls bedewing. 

From the all-cleansing, healing flood. 

Love and grief our hearts dividing. 

Gazing here we'd spend our breath : 
Constant still in faith abiding. 

Life deriving from His death. 
Lord, in ceaseless contemplation 

Fix our eyes and hearts on Thine, 
Till we taste Thy whole salvation. 

Where unveiled Thy glories shine. 

For Thy sorrows we adore Thee, 

For the griefs that wrought our peace ; 
Gracious Saviour, we implore Thee, 

In our hearts Thy love increase. 
Fnto Thee, the world's Salvation, 

Father, Spirit, unto Thee 
Low we bow in adoration. 

Ever blessed One and Three. 

Shirley. 
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6. 5. 
GLORY be to Jesus, 

Who, in bitter pains, 
Poured for me the life-blood 

From His sacred veins. 

Grace and life eternal 

In that Blood I find : 
Blest be His compassion, 

Infinitely kind. . 

Blest through endless ages 

Be the precious stream. 
Which from endless torments 

Did the world redeem. 

Abel's blood for vengeance 

Pleaded to the skies ; 
But the blood of Jesus 

For our pardon cries. 

Oft as it is sprinkled 

On our guilty hearts, 
Satan -in confusion 

Terror-struck departs ; 

Oft as earth exulting 

Wafts its praise on high, 
Angel hosts rejoicing 

Make this glad reply. 

Lift ye then your.voices ;■ 

Swell the mighty flood ; 
Louder still and louder 

Praise the precious Blood. 

Sing, ye Saints redeemed 

With the Heavenly host. 
Glory to the Father, 

Son, and Holy Ghost. Amen. 
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8. 7. 8. 7. 7. 7. 
ALL is o'er : Hlb pftin, the wrrow. 

Human taitnto, and fiendiriL epite : 
Death shali he despoiHod 1»-moiroi«r 

Of the prey he grasps to-niglit. 
Yet once mote, HSs ««m to sare, 
Christ must sleep widiin the grave. 

Close and still the eefl tbst fields Him, 

While in hiief repose He ties ; 
Deep the slvmber that enfolds Him 

Veiled «ivhile frmn mortal e jes*— 
Slnmber snch-as needs mtuat ht 
After hard-iron yietofy. 

Fierce and deadljivas Aie anguish. 

When the biifct«r «rofls B» hoze ; 
How did sool and body lapgcush. 

Till the toil 9i 4ef^h was i0'«r 1 
fiut that toil, so fi^ceaad drea4» 
Braised and crushed the -seipent's head. 

So this night, with voice of .sadness, 

Chant His requiem .soft and low ; 
Loftier strains of praise and gladness 

From to-mocFow's harps shall Aow : 
Death and hell at length are jBlaiu— 
Christ hM;h triumphed, Christ doth reign ! 

Jamea Montgomery. 
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THE happy mom is <Soine ! 

Triumpliaiit o'«r the grave 
The Lord hath left the tomb, 

Omnipotent to saye : 
Captivity is captive led ; 
For Jesus liveth, and was dead. 

Who now accnseth them 
' For whom their Surety died ? 
Who now shall those condemn 

Whom God hath justified ? 
Captivity is captive led ; 
For Jesus liv^th, and was dead. 

Christ hath the ransom paid ; 

The glorious work is done ; 
On Him our help is laid, 

By Him our victory won : 
Captivity is captive led ; 
For Jesus liveth, and was dead. 

To God, the risen Son, 

Father, and Spirit blest, 
Eternal Three in One, 

AH worship be addrest : 
Captivity is captive led ; 
For Jesus liveth, and was dead. Amen. 



p. M. 
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80. 



JESUS Christ is risen to-day, 
Our trinmphant holy-day, 
Who did once, upon the Cross, 
Suffer to redeem our loss. 

Hymns of praise then let us sing 
Unto Christ our heavenly King, 
Who endured 'the Cross and Grave 
Sinners to redeem and save ! 

But the pains which He endured 
Our salvation have procured : 
Now He reigns above the sky ; 
Where the angels ever cry 

Sing we to our God above 
Praine eternal as His love ; 
Praise Him, all ye heavenly host, 
Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 



7.4. 

Hallelujah 1 
Hallelujah ! 
HaUelajah ! 
HaUelujah ! 

Hallelujah ! 
Hallelujah ! 
Hallelujah ! 
Hallelujah ! 

Hallelujah ! 
Hallelujah ! 
Hallelujah ! 
Hallelujah ! 

Hallelujah ! 
Hallelujah ! 
Hallelujah ! 
Hallelujah ! 

Anon. 1762. 
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CHRIST the Lord is risen to-day, 
Sons of men and angels say ; 
Raise your joys and triumphs high : 
Sing, ye heavens, and earth reply. 

Love's redeeming work is done ; 
Fbught the fight, the battle won : 
Lo, our Sun's eclipse is "o'er ; 
Lo, He sets in blood no more I 

Yain the stone, the watch, liie seal ; 
Christ hath burst the gates of hell : 
Death in vain forbids His rise ; 
Christ hath opened Paradise I 

Lives again our glorious King ! 
Where, Death, is now thy sting ? 
Once He died, our souls to save ; 
Where's thy victory, Gwive ? 

Soar we now where Christ hath led, 
tV)llowing our exalted Head ; 
Made like Him, like Him we mm ; 
Ours the cross, the grave, the skias. 

King of glory, King of bliss, 
Everlasting life is this — 
Thee to know. Thy power to prove, 
Thee to sing, and Thee to love. 



7's. 



C. Wetley. 
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8'8. 



THE strife is o'er, the battle done ; 
The triumph of the Lord is won ; 
let tha song of prsise he suug» 

AUelttiA ! 

The powers of death haye done their worst, 
And Jesns hath His foes dispersed ; 
Let shouta of praise and joy outburst, 

Alleluia ! 

On that third mom He rose again 
In glorious majesty to reign ; 
O let us swell the joyful strain, 

Alleluia! 

He closed the yawning gates of hell ; 
The bars from heavem's high portab Ml ; 
Let songs of joy His triumphs tell, 

Alleluia \ 

Ijordf by the stripes which wounded Thee, 
From death's dread sting Thy aervants free, 
That we may live and sing to Thee 

Alleluia ! 

iMtin hyTMi of I2th centvry- 
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GOD is gone up with a merry noise 

Of saints that sing on high ; 
With His own right hand and His holy arm 

He hath won the victory ! 

Now empty are the courts of death, 
And crushed thy sting, despair ; 

And roses hloom in the desert tomb, 
For Jesus hath been there I 

And He hath tamed the strength of hell, 
And dragged him through the sky. 

And captive behind his chariot wheel 
He hath bound captivity. 

God is gone up with a merry noise 

Of saints that sing on high ; 
With His own right hand and His holy arm 

He hath won the victory ! 



J 
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O J£SIJS, who art gone before 
To Thy blest realm on high, 

Oh bid our spirits thither soar, 
And raise them to the sky ! 

Make us to those delights aspire 
Which spring from love to Thee, 

Which pass the carnal heart's desire. 
Which faith alone can see. 

To guide us to Thy glories, Lord, 

To lift us to the sky. 
Oh, may Thy Holy Ghost be poured 

Upon us from on high ! 

Praise to the Father and the Son, 
Who dwell aloft in heaven. 

And to the Spirit, Three in One, 
Co-equal ^rraise be given. 



8S 
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RULER of ite HoeU of Ught, 
Death hath yielded to Thy might. 
And Thy blood hath nuu^ked a road 
Leading to Thine own abode. 

From. Thy dwelling-place abore, 
From Thy Father's throne of love, 
Still remember^ Sariour kind ! 
Those whom Thou hast left behind. 

Thou ai*t seated on the throne, 
By Thy death and sorrows won ; 
Now Thy work of mercy crown, 
Send Thy Holy Spirit down. 

Praise the Son, enthroned on high 
In the Father's majesty. 
And the Holy Ghost adore, 
Three in One for evermore. Amen. 



7*8. 
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D. H. If. 

THOU ait gone up cm high, 

To mansions in the skiea ; 
And round Thy throne «Beeaaia|^y 

The spngB of praiae ariae ; 

But we are lingering. here, 

With sin and care oppressed : 
Lord, send Thy promised Comforter, * 

And lead us to our rest* 

Thou art gone up on high ; 

But Thou didst first come down, 
Througih earth's most bitter misery 

To pass unto Thy crown ; 

And girt with griefs and fears 

Our onwaid course must be ; 
But only let that path of tears 

Lead us at last to Thee. 

Thou art gone up on high ; 

But Thou shalt come again. 
With all the bright ones of the sky 

Attendant in Thy train. 

Oh, by Thy saving power, 

So Biak« us lire and die, 
That we may stand in that dread hour 

At Thy right hand on high t Amen. 

E. Toke, 1857. 
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HAIL the day that sees Him rise 
Glorious to His native skies ! 
Christ, awhile to mortals given, 
Enters now the highest heaven. 

There the glorious triumph waits ; 
lift your heads, eternal gates ! 
Christ has vanquished death and sin, 
Take the King of Glory in. 

Lo, the heaven its Lord receives. 
Yet He loves the earth He leaves ; 
Though returning to His throne, 
Still He calls mankind His own. 

Oh, though parted from our sight, 
Far above the azure height. 
Grant our hearts may thither rise. 
Seeking Thee above the skies. 

Ever upward let us move, 
Wafted on the wings of love ; 
Looking when our Lord shall come. 
Longing, gasping after home. 

There we shall with Thee remain 
Partners of Thy endless reign, 
There Thy face unclouded see, 
Find our heaven of heavens in Thee. 



7*s. 



Chariet Wesley- 
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88. 

PATIT I. 

HE is gone — ^beyond the skies, 
A cloud receives Him from our eyes ; 
Grune beyond the highest height 
Of mortal gaee or angels* fli^t ; 
Through the veils of time and space, 
Passed into the Holiest place ; 
All tiie toil, the sorrow done, 
All the battle fought and won. 

He is gone — and we return, 
And our hearts within us bum : 
Olivet no more shall greet 
With welcome shout His coming feet ; 
Never shall we track Him more 
On Grennesareth's glistening shore ; 
Never in that look or voice 
Shall Zion's hill again rejoice. 

He is gone — and we remain 
In this world of sin and pain ; 
In the void which He has left 
On this earth, of Him bereft ; 
We have still His work to do, 
We can still His path pursue ; 
Seek Him both in friend and foe, 
In ourselves His image show. 

He is gone — ^we heard Him say, 

" Good that I should go away." 

Gone is that dear Form and Face, 

But not gone His present grace ; 

Though Himself no more we see. 

Comfortless we cannot be — 

No ! His spirit still is ours, 

Qiilckening, freshening all our powers. 

^ . ® A. P. !^ianley. 
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PAKT II. 

7'S. 

HE is gone — ^towards tkeir goal 
World and Church must onwaid roll ; 
Far behind we leare the post ; 
Forwards are our glanoea cast : 
Still Hi» words before us raBge 
Through thj» ages, as they ehaage ; 
Wheresoever the Truth shall lead, 
He will give whate'er we need. 

He is gone — but we once'mor© 
Shall behold Him as before ; 
In the Heaven of Heavens the same 
As on earth He went and came. 
In the many mansions there 
Pkce for us He will prepare : 
In that world, unseen^ unknown. 
He and we may yet be one. 

He is gone — but not in vain ; 
Wait until He comes again : 
He is risen, He is not here, 
Far above this earthly sphere ; 
Evermore, in heart and mind, 
There our peace in Him we find ; 
To our own Eternal Friend 
Thitherward let ua ascend. Amen. 

A, P. Stanley. 
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Ii< M. 

__ • 

COME, Holy Ghost, our souls inspire, 
And lighten with eelei^ial fire ; 
Thou the anointing Spirit art, 
WhodoBt Thy seTenfoki gifts impart. 

Thy blessed unction from above 
Is comfod^ 1^, aad fire of lo¥e ; 
finahls mth .perpetual li|^ 
The dulness of our blinded sight. 

Anoint and cheer our soiled face 
With the abundance of Thy grace ; 
Keep far our foes, give peace at home ; 
"Where Thou art guide, no ill can come. 

Teach tis to Tcnow the PaftiBr, Son, 
And Thee of both to be but One : 
That through the ages all along. 
This may be our endless song. 

Praise to Thy eternal merit. 

Father, Son, arid Holy Spirit 1 

Anon. — Ordination Service. 
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COMEl, |;ntcioDS Spjiit, heavenly Dove, 
With liglit and comfort front above ; 
Be Thau out GutirdiB.a, Thou oar Guide ; 
O'er every thought aad step pi'eside. 

The light of trath to us diapky, 

And mfllte us know and ehooia Thy way ; 

Plant holy fear in every heart, 

That we from God may ns'Br depart. 

Lead ua to holineas — the road 
That we most take to dwell with Ood ; 
l.ead us to Christ, the living Way, 
Nor let ua ftooi His precepts stray. 

Lead 03 to God, our final rest, 
To be with Him for over blest ; 
Lead us to heaven, its blisa to share, 
Fiilnesa of joy for ever there, Ameu. 

AdnpUd fivm Simon Brm 
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91. 



Li aim 



SPIRIT of God, that moved of old 

Upon the waters' darkened face, 
Come, when our faithless hearts are cold, 

And stir them with an inward grace ! 

Thou that art Power and Peace comhined, 
All highest Strength, all purest Love, 

The rushing of the mighty wind, 
The brooding of the gentle dove, 

give us still Thy powerful aid. 
And urge us on, and keep us Thine ; 

Nor leave tjie hearts that once were made 
Fit temples for Thy grace divine. 

Nor let us. q[uench Thy sevenfold light : 
But still with softest breathings 9tir 

Our wayward souls, and lead us right, 
O Holy Ghost, our Comforter I Amen. 

C F. Alexander. 
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92. 

7. 7. 7. 

HOLY GHOST I my Comforter ! 
Now from highest heaven appear : 
Shed Thy graeious radianoe here. 

Come, in Thee our toil is street, 
Shelter ^*om 'the noon-day heat, 
From whom sorrow flieth fleet ! 

What without Thy aid is wrought, 
Skilful deed or wisest thoa^it, 
God mil oount b&tTain and nought 

Bend the stubborn will to Thine, 
Melt the ooM with Fire divine, 
Erring hearts aright in^ne. 

Grant us, Lord, who cry to Thee, 
Steadfast m Thy faith to be : 
Give Thy gifts of charity. 

Mwy we live in holiness, 

And in death find happiness, 

And abide with Thee in bliss ! Amen. 

TroMlation of the I7th Century. 
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93. 

8. 6i 8. 4. 

OUR bleat Redeemer, ere He breathed 

His tender last farewell, 
A Guide, a Comforter bequeathed 
With us to dwell. 

He came sweet influence to impart, 

A gracious, willing Guest, 
While He can find one humble heart 
Wherein to rest. 

And His that gentle voice we hear. 

Soft as the breath of even, 
That checks each thought, that calms each fear. 
And speaks of heaven. 

And every virtue we possess, 

And every conquest won. 
And every thought of holiness, 
Are His alone. 

Spirit of purity and grace, 

Our weakness, pitying, see : 
Oh make our hearts Thy dwelling place, 
And meet for Thee ! 

Miss AvJ)er. 



H 
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HOLY, holy, holy, Lord God Almighty ! 
Early in the morning our song shall rise to Thee ; 
Holy, holy, holy, merciful and mighty ! 
God in Three Persons, blessed Trinity ! 

Holy, holy, holy ! all the saints adore Thee, 
Casting down their golden crowns around the glassy sea ; 
Cherubim and Seraphim falling down before Thee, 
"Which wert, and art, and evermore shalt be ! 

Holy, holy, holy ! though the darkness hide Thee, 
Though the eye of sinful man Thy glory may not see ; 
Only Thou art holy, there is none beside Thee 
Perfect in power, in love, and purity ! 

Holy, holy, holy, Lord God Almighty ! 

All Thy works shall praise Thy name in earth, and sky, 

and sea : 
Holy, holy, holy, merciful and mighty ! 
God in Three Persons, blessed Trinity ! 

Bishop Reginald Htber^ 1S27. 
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95. 

7. 7. 7. 5. 

THREE in One, and One in Three, 
Buler of the earth and sea, 
Hear ns while we lift to Thee 
Holy chant and psalm. 

Light of lights ! with morning shine ; 
Lift on us Thy light divine ; 
And let charity benign 

Breathe on us her balm. 

Light of lights ! when falls the even, 
Let it close on sins forgiven ; 
Fold us in the peace of heaven, 
Shed a holy calm. 

Three in One, and One in Three, 
Dimly here we worship Thee ; 
With the saints hereafter we 

Hope to bear the palm. Amen. 

G. Rorison. 
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96. 

o. 8. 8. 

CREATOR, Saviour, sti'engtheniiig Guide, 
Now on Thy mercy's ocean wide 
Far out of sight we seem to glide. 

Eternal One, Almighty Trine ! 

(Since Thou art ours, and we are Thine,) 

By all Thy love did once resign, 

By all the grace Thy heavens still hide. 

We pray Thee, keep us at Thy side, 

Creator, Saviour, strengthening Guide ! Amen. 

John Ktbh. 
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97. 

FATHER of hearen, 'whose love profeund ' 
A ransom for our souls hath found, 
Before Thy throne we sinners bend ; 
To us Thy pardoning love extend ! 

Almighty Son, inornate Word ! 
Our Prophet, Priest, Redeemer, Lord ! 
Before Thy throne we sinners bend ; 
To us Thy saving grace extend ! 

Eternal Spirit J by whose breath 
The soul is raised from sin and death, 
Before Thy throne we sinners bend ; 
To us Thy quickening power extend ! 

Jehovah, Father, Spirit, Son — 
Mysterious Godhead, Three in One ! 
Before Thy throne we sinners bend ; 
Grace, pardon, life, to us extend ! Ameu. 

W. Cowper. 
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98. 

6 8's. 

KING of Kings, before whose throne 

The Angels bow, no gift can we 
Present that is indeed our own, 

Sinee heaven and earth belong to Thee : 
Yet this our souls through grace impart, 
The offering of a thankful heart. 

Jesu, set at God's right hand, 

With Thine eternal Father plead 
For all Thy loyal-hearted band. 

Who still on earth Thy succour need ; 
For them in weakness strength provide, 
And through the world their footsteps guide. 

Holy Spirit, Fount of breath. 
Whose comforts never fail nor fade, 

Vouchsafe the life that knows no death. 
Vouchsafe the light that knows no shade ; 

And grant that we through all our days 

May share Thy gifts, and sing Thy praise. 

Anon. 1857 
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99. 

Ii« M> 

LO ! ronnd the throne, at God's right hand, 
The Saints in countless myriads stand, 
Of every tongue redeemed to God, 
Arrayed in garments washed in blood. 

Through tribulation great they came. 
And bore the Cross, and scorned the shame : 
Prom all their labours now they rest, 
In God's eternal glory blest. 

Hunger and thirst they feel no more, 
Nor sin, nor pain, nor death deplore ; 
The tear is wiped from every eye. 
And sorrow yields to endless joy. 

They see their Saviour face to face, 
And sing the triumphs of His grace : 
Him day and night they ceaseless praise, 
And thus the loud Hosannas raise : 

" "Worthy the Lamb, for sinners slain, 
" Through endless years to live and reign ! 
" Thou hast redeemed us by Thy blood, 
" And made us kings and priests to God I " 
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100. 

L. M. 

AROUND the throne of God a band 
Of bright and glorious angels stand ; 
Sweet harps within their hands they hold. 
And on their heads are crowns of gold. 

Some wait around Him, ready still 
To sing His praise and do His will; 
And some, when He commands them, go 
To guard His servants here below. 

Lord, give Thine angels every day 
Command to guard us on our way. 
And bid them every evening keep 
Their watch around us while we sleep. 

So shall no wicked thing draw near 
To do us harm or cause us fear. 
And we shall dwell, when life is past. 
With angels round Thy throne at last. 

c7. M. Nealt. 
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7's. 



101. 

HABK ! a voice divides the sky 1 — 

Happy are the faithful dead. 
In the Lord who sweetly die : » 

They from all their toils are freed : 
Them the Spirit hath declared 

Blest, unutterably blest ; 
Jesus is their great Reward, 

Jesus is their endless Kest. 

Lo ! the prisoner is released. 

Lightened of his fleshly load ; 
Where the weary are at rest, 

He is gathered unto God ! 
Lo ! the pain of life is past, 

All his warfare now is o'er ; 
Death and hell behind are cast. 

Grief and suffering are no more. 

Blessings honour, thanks, and praise, 

Pay we, gracious God, to Thee ! 
Thou, in Thine abundant grace, 

Givest us the victory : 
True and faithful to Thy word, 

Thou hast glorified Thy Son, 
Jesus Christ, our dying Lord ; 

He for us the fight hath won. 

diaries Wesley. 
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C^ 




102. 



^>V 



8. /• o. 7. 7. • 

HO are these, like stars appearing, 
These before God's throne who stand ? 
Each a golden crown is wearing ; 
Who are all this glorious band ? 
Alleluia ! hark, they sing, 
Praising loud their Heavenly Ring. 

Who are these in dazzling brightness. 

Clothed in God's own righteousness ; 
These, whose robes of purest whiteness 
Shall their lustre still possess. 
Still untouched by time's rude hand ; — 
Whence came all this glorious band ? 

These are they who have contended 
For their Saviour's honour long, 
Wrestling on till life was ended, 
Following not the sinful throng : 
These, who well the fight sustained, 
Triumph by the Lamb have gained. 

These are they whose hearts were riven, 

Oft with woe and anguish tried, 
Who in prayer full oft have striven 
With the God they glorified : 
Now, their painful conflict o'er, 
Grod has bid them weep no more. 

TtKm the German of Schenck, 1727. 
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103. 

S. M. 

O WHAT, if we are Christ's, 
Is earthly shame or loss ? 
Bright shall the crown of glory be, 
When we have borne the Cross. 

Keen was the trial once. 
Bitter the cup of woe, 
When martyred saints, baptized in blood, 
Christ's sufferings shared below. 

Bright is their glory now, 
Boundless their joy above. 
Where, on the bosom of their God, 
They rest in perfect love. 

Lord ! may that grace be ours, 
Ever like them to bear 
AU that of sorrow, grief, or pain, 
May be our portion here ! 

Enough, if Thou at last 
The word of blessing give. 
And let us rest beneath Thy feet. 
Where saints and angels live ! Amen. 

Sir Henry Baker, 1852. 
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104. 

D. C. M. 

COME, let us join the Saints above, 

Whose glory is begun, 
For all the servants of our King 

In earth and heaven are one. 
One family we dwell in Him, 

One Church above, beneath, 
Though now divided by the stream, 

The narrow stream, of death. 

One army of the living God, 

To His command we bow ; 
Part of the host have crossed the flood. 

And jiart are crossing now. 
E'en now to their eternal Home 

There pass some spirits blest ; 
While others to the margin come. 

Waiting their call to rest. 

Jesu ! be Thou our constant Guide ; 

Then, when the word is given, 
Bid death's cold flood its waves divide, 

And give us rest in heaven. 
E'en now by faith we join oui' hands 

With those that went before. 
And greet the blood-besprinkled bands 

On the eternal shore. 

Our spirits too shall quickly join. 

Like theirs with glory crowned. 
And shout to see oui* Captain's sign, 

To hear His trumpet sound. 
Oh that we now might grasp our Guid^ ! 

Oh that the word were given ! 
Come, Lord of hosts ! the waves divide, 

And land us all in heaven 1 Amen. 

Charles Wesley, 1759. 
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JERUSALEM, my happy home, 

Name ever dear to me. 
When shall my labours have an end 

In joy, and peace, and thee ? 

when, thou city of our God, 

Shall I thy courts ascend. 
Where brethren meet to part no more. 

And Sabbaths never end ? 

Apostles, martyrs, prophets there 

Around my Saviour stand ; 
And all I love 1)1 Christ below 

Shall join the glorious band. 

Jentsalera, my happy home. 

My soul still pants for thee ! 
Then shall my labours have an end, 

When I thy joys shall see. 

Anon, 1801. 
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-^ ^ D. C. U. 

FATHER, hefore Thy throne of light 

The guardian Angels bend. 
And ever in Thy presence bright 

Their psalms adoring blend; 
And casting down each golden crown 

Beside the crystal sea, 
With voice and lyre, in happy quire, 

Hymn glory, Lord, to Thee. 

And as the rainbow lustre falls 

Athwart their glowing wings, 
While seraph unto seraph calls. 

And each Thy goodness sings ; 
So may we feel, as low we kneel, 

To pray Thee for Thy grace, 
That Thou art here for all who fear 

The brightness of Thy face. 

Here, where the Angels see us come 

To worship day by day, 
Teach us to seek our heavenly home, 

And love Thee e'en as they ; 
Teach us to raise our notes of praise, 

With them Thy love to own, 
That boyhood's time and manhood's prime 

Be Thine and Thine alone. Amen. 

F, W. Farrar 
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WHO are these in bright array, 

This innumerable throng, 
Round the altar, night and day. 

Hymning one triumphant song ? 
"Worthy is the Lamb, once slain, 

Blessing, honour, glory, power, 
Might, and wisdom to obtain, 

New dominion every hour. 

These through fiery trials trod, 
. These from great aflaiction came ; 
Now before the throne of God, 

Sealed with His Eternal Name, 
Clad in raiment pure and white, 

Victor palms in every hand. 
Through their great Redeemer's might. 

More than conquerors they stand. 

Hunger, thirst, disease unknown. 

On immortal fruits they feed ; 
Them the Lamb beside the throne 

Shall to living fountains lead : 
Joy and gladness banish sighs. 

Perfect love dispels their fears. 
And for ever from all eyes 

God shaU wipe away all tears. 

James Montgomery ^ 1819 



GOD, with Whom the happy dead 
Still live, united ta their Head, 

Their Lord and ours alike the same, 
For all Thy saints to memory dear, 
Departs in Tby faith and fear, 

We blees and praise Thy holy name. 

By the same grace upheld, may we 
So follow those who followed Thee, 

That with them we may aU partake 
The free reward of heavenly bliss. 
O gracious Father, grant ns this. 

For ChriBt our dear Redoemer'a sake I 
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109. 



9^^^ \)\ 



THE Son of God goes forth to war, 

A kingly crown to gain : 
His blood-red banner streams afar ! 

Who follows in Hia train ? 

Who best can drink His cap of woe, 

Triumphant over pain. 
Who patient bears His cross below, 

He follows in His train I 

The martyr first, whose eagle eye 

Could pierce beyond the grave ; 
Who saw his Master in the sky, 

And called on Him to save. 

Idke Him, widi pardon on his tongue, 

In midst of mortal pain, 
He prayed for them who did the wrong : 

He follows in His train. 

A glorious band, the chosen few, 

On whom the Spirit came, 
Twelve valiant saints, the truth they knew. 

And spurned the cross and flame. 

They climbed the steep ascent of heaven, 

Through peril, toU, and pain : 
O God ! to lis may grace be given 

To follow in their train I Amen. 

Bishop Reginald Heber. 
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no. 



C. M. 



O JESUS, Lord, the Way, the Tnith, 

The Life, the Crown of all 
Who here on earth confess Thy name. 

Oh hear us when we call ! 

We bring to mind, with grateful joy, 

Thy seiTants, who of old 
Withstood the snares of earth and hell, 

And now Thy face behold ; 

Who songht on earth the joys of prayer, 

And that communion knew 
Which saints and angels share above 

With holy men and true. 

Lord, Thy Holy Spirit send ! 

May grace to us be given 
Like them to live and die in Thee, 

And with them rise to heaven. Amen. 



CONFIRMATION, 115 

111. 

8'8. 

LORD, shall Thy children come to Thee ? 

A boon of love divine we seek : 
Bronght to Thine arms in infancy, 

Ere heart could feel, or tongne could speak, 
Thy children pray for grace, that they 
May come themselves to Thee to-day. 

Lord, shall we come, and come again 

Oft as we see yon table spread, 
And — ^tokens of Thy dying pain— 

The wine poured out, the broken bread ? 
Bless, bless, Lord, Thy children's prayer, 
That they may come and find Thee there. 

Lord, may we come, not thus^ alone 

At holy time or solemn rite, 
But every hour till life be flown, 

Through weal or woe, in gloom or light, 
Still let us seek Thy grace, that we 
In faith, hope, love confirmed may be.. 

Lord, shall we come — come yet again ? 

Thy children ask one blessing more ;-t- 
To come^ not now alone, but then, 

When life and death and time are o'er ; 
Then, then to come, Lord, and be 
Confirmed in heaven, confirmed by Thee. Amen. 

Bishop Hinds. 
I2 
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112. 

6 7*s. 

LORD, Thy children guide and keep, 

As with feeble steps they press 
On the pathway rongh and steep 
Through this weary wilderness. 
Holy Jesu, day by day 
Leaa us in the narrow way. 

There are stony paths to tread ;;— 

Give the strength we sorely lack : 
There axe tangled paths to thread ; — 
Light us, lest we miss the track. 
Holy Jesu, day by day • 
Lead us in the narrow way. 

There are sandy wastes that lie 

€old and sunless, vast and drear, 
Where the feeble faint and die ; — 
Grant us gr^ce to persevere. 
Holy Jesu, day by day 
Lead us in the narrow way. 

There are soft and flowery glades, 

Decked with golden-fruited trees ; 
Sunny slopes, and scented shades ;— 
Keep us, Lord, from slothful ease. 
Holy Jesu, day by day 
Lead us in the narrow way. 

Upward still to purer heights, 

Onward yet to scenes more blest, 
Calmer regions, clearer li^hts^ 
Till we reach the promised rest. 
Holy Jesus, day by day 
Lead us in the narrow way. A1&0&. 

W, WaCUlwm, Hov. 
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113. 



7's. 



THINE for ever ! God of love, 
Hear ns from Thy throne above : 
Thiue for ever may we be, 
Here and in eternity. 

Thine for ever ! Lord of life, 
Shield ns through our earthly strife ; 
Thou the Life, the Truth, the Way, 
Guide us to the realms of day. 

Thine for ever ! Oh how blest 
They who find in Thee their rest I 
Saviour, Quardian, Heavenly Friend, 
Oh defend us to the end ! 

Thine for ever I Saviour, keep 
These Thy frail and trembling sheep ; 
Safe alone beneath Thy care, 
Let us all Thy goodness share. 

Thine for ever I Thou our Guide, 

All our wants by Thee supplied. 

All our sins by Thee forgiven, 

Lead us. Lord, from earth to heaven. Amen; 

M. F. Maude. 



118 nOLT COHMUNIOK. 



114. 



L. M. 



MY God, and is Thy table spread ; 

And does Thy cup with love o'erflow ? 
Thither be all Thy children led, 

And let them all its sweetness know. 

Hail, sacred Feast, which Jesus makes ! 

Bich banquet of His flesh and blood. 
Thrice happy he, who here partakes 

That sacred stream, that heavenly food ! 

Oh, let Thy table honoured be, 
And famished weU with joyful guests ; 

And may each soul salvation see 
Who here its sacred pledges tastes. 

» 

Revive thy dying churches. Lord ! 

And bid our drooping graces live ; 
And more that energy afford, 

A Saviour^s blood alone can give I 



Doddridge. 
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8*8. 

« 

FORGIVE, O Lord, our wanderings past, 
Henceforth we would obey Thy call ; 

Our sins far from mb may we cast, 
And turn to Thee devoutly all ; 

Then with archangels we shall sing 

High praise to Heavrai's Eternal King. 

Hear us, O Lord, in mercy hear ; 

With sorrow we our guilt deplore : 
Pity our grief, and calm our fear, 

And give us grace to sin no more : 
Then with archangels we shall sing 
High praise to Heaven's Eternal King. 

While at. Thy table. Lord, we kneel. 

And of Thy holy feast partake ; 
Our pardon there vouchsafe to seal. 

For Jesus our Redeemer's sake : 
Then with archangels we shall sing 
High praise to Heaven's Eternal King. 
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lie. 

7's. 

BREAD of Heaven I on Thee we feed ; 
For Thy fl^sh is meat indeed ; 
Ever let our souU be fed 
With this true and living Bread. 

Book of Heaven 1 Thy vital stream 
Drink indeed may we esteem ! 
He to whom those waters flow 
Thirst and drought no more aLdH know. 

Lamb of God ! we lift our eyes 
To Thy perfect Sacrifice : 
Lord, Thy woimds our healing give ; 
To Thy Cross we look and live. 

Day by day with strength supplied 
Through the life of Him who died, 
May our daily drink and food 
Be Thy Body and Thy Blood. Amen. 

AUmtdfrom JcHah Conder. 
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117. 



r. M. 



GOD, unseen, yet ever near, 

Thy presence may we feel ; 
And thus, inspired with holy fear. 

Before Thine altar kneeL 

Here may Thy faithful people know 

The blessings of Thy love ; 
The streams that through the desert flow, 

The manna from above. 

"We come, obedient to Thy word. 

To feast on heavenly food : 
Our meat, the Bddy of the Lord'; 

Our drink. His precioub Blood. 

Thus would we all Thy words obey : 

For we, O God, are Thine ; 
And go rejoicing on our way. 

Renewed with strength divine ! 

Edimrd Oskr, 1836. 
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lO's. 

THEE we adore, O liidden Saviour, Thee, 
Who in Thy feast with us vouchsaf st to be ; 
Both flesh and spirit at Thy presence fail, 
Yet here Thy presence we devoutly hail. 

O blest memorial of our dying Lord, 
Who living bread to men dost here afford ! 
Oh, may our souls for ever feed on Thee, 
And Thou, Christ, for ever precious be ! 

Fountain of goodness ! Jesu, Lord and God I 
Cleanse us, unclean, with Thy most cleansing Blood : 
Increase our faith and love, that we ma}' know 
The hope and peace which from Thy presence flow. 

• 
O Christ ! whom now beneath a veil we see, 
May -what we thirst for soon our portion be — 
To gaze on Thee unveiled, and see Thy face, 
The vision of Thy glory and Thy grace. Amen. 

J. M. Neale. 
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JESUS, Thou Joy of loving hearts ! 

Thou Fount of life ! Thou Light of men ! 
From the best bliss that earth imparts, 

We turn unfilled to Thee again. 

Thy truth unchanged hath ever stood ; 

Thou savest those that on Thee call ; 
To them that seek Thee, Thou art good. 

To them that find Thee, All in All. 

We taste Thee, Thou Living Bread, 
And long to feast upon Thee still ; 

We drink of Thee, the Fountain Head, 
And thirst our souls from Thee to fill. 

Our restless spirits yearn for Thee, 
Where'er our changeful lot is cast ; 

Glad, when Thy gracious smile we see. 
Blest, when our £aith can hold Thee fast. 

O Jesus, ever with us stay ! 

Make all* our moments calm and bright ; 
Chase the dark night of sin away, 

Shed o'er the world Thy holy light. 

Anon, 1860. 
From St. Bemarrf. 



124 HOLY COHinjmOH. 



120. 

8.6.8.6.8.8. 

LOBD, when before Thy throne we meet, 

Thy goodness to adore. 
From heaven, th' eternal mercy-seat, 

On us Thy blessing pour, 
And make our inmost souls to be 
A habitation meet for Thee. 

The Body for our i-ansom given ; 

The Blood in mercy shed ; 
With this immortal food from heaven, 

Lord, let our souls be fed ; 
And, as we round Thy table kneel. 
Help us Thy quickening grace to feel. 

Be Thou, Holy Spirit, nigh ; 

Accept the humble prayer, 
The contrite sours repeiitant sigh, 

• The sinner's heartfelt tear ; 
And let our adoration rise 
As fragrant incense to the skies. 

Anon. 1S5S. 
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121. 

Irregular. 

THOU art gone to the grave 1 but we will not deplore 

thee; 
Though sorrows and darkness encompass the tomb, 
The Saviour hath passed through its portal before thee, 
And the lamp of His love is thy guide through the 

gloom. 

Thou art gone to the grave I we no longer behold thee, 
Nor tread the rough path of the world by thy side ; 
But the wide arms of Mercy are spread to enfold thee, 
And sinners may die, for the Sinless has died ! 

Thou art gone to the grave, and, its mansion forsaking. 
Perchance thy weak spirit in fear lingered long ; 
But the mild rays of Paradise beamed on thy waking. 
And the sound which thou heard'st was the Seraphim's 
song. 

. Thou art gone to the grave! but we will not deplore thee, 
Whose God was thy Ransom, thy Guardian and Guide : 
He gave thee, He took thee, and He will restore thee ; 
And death has no sting, for the Saviour has died. 

Amen. 

Bishop Reginald Htber, 1827. 
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122. 



9. 8, 9. 8. 8. 8. 



TO Thee, Lord, I yield my spirit, 

Who break'st in love this mortal chain 
My life I but from Thee inherit. 
And death becomes my chiefest gain. 
In Thee I live, in Thee I die 
Content, for Thou art ever nigh. 
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123. 

7. 6. 

FROM Greenland's icy mountains. 

From India's coral strand, 
Where Afric's sunny fountains 

Roll do¥ni their golden sand ; 
From many an ancient river, 

From many a palmy plain. 
They call us to deliver 

Tneir land from error's chain. 

What though the spicy breezes] 

Blow soft o'er Ceylon's isle, 
Though every prospect pleases. 

And only man is vile ; 
In vain with lavish kindness 

The gifts of God are strown ; 
The heathen in his blindness 

Bows down to wood and stone ! 

Can we, whose souls are lighted 

With wisdom from on high, 
Can we to men benighted 

The lamp of life deny ? 
Salvation ! O Salvation ! 

The joyful sound proclaim. 
Till each remotest nation 

Has learned Messiah's Kame ! 

Waft, waft, ye winds, His story. 

And you, ye waters, roll, 
Till, like a sea of glof y» 

It spreads from pole to pole ! 
Till o er our ransomed nature 

The Lamb for sinners slain. 
Redeemer, King, Creator, 

In bliss returns to reign ! 

Bishop Reginald Heber, 1827. 
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124. 



HARK ! the song of jubilee- 
Loud as mighty thunder's roar, 

Or the fulness of the sea 
When it breaks upon the shore : 

Alleluia ! for the Lord 

God Omnipotent shall reign ; 

Alleluia ! let the word 

Echo round the earth and main. 

Alleluia ! hark, the sound 

From the centre to the skies 
Wakes above, beneath, around, 

All creation's harmonies ! 
See Jehovah's banners furled. 

Sheathed His sword; He speaks, 'tis done ; 
And the kingdoms of this world 

Are the kingdoms of His Son. 

He shall reign from pole to pole, 

With illimitable sway ; 
He shall reign, when like a scroll 

Yonder heavens have past away. 
Then the end :— "beneath His rod 

Man's last enemy shall fall : 
Alleluia J Christ in God, 

God in Christ, is all in all. 

/. Montgomery. 
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125. 

0.6.4.6.6.6.4. 

THOU, whose .flmiffhty word 
Chaos aud darkness heard, 

And took their flight ; 
Hear us, we humbly pray ; 
And, where the Gospel's day 
Sheds not its glorious ray, 

JLet there be light ! 

Thou, who didst come to bring 
On Thy redeeming wing 

Healing and sight. 
Health to the sick in mind, 
Sight to the inly blind, 
0, now to all mankind 

Let there be light ! 

Spirit of truth and love. 
Life-giving, holy Dove, 

Speed forth Thy flight ! 
Move on the water's wee, 
Bearing the lamp of grace. 
And in earth's darkest place 

Let there be light 2 

Holy and blessed Three, 
Glorious Trinity, 

Wisdom, Love, Might! 
Boundless as ocean's tide 
Rolling in fullest pride. 
Through the earth, far and wide. 

Let there be light ! Amen. 

John MarrioU, 1816. 



* 



130 MISSIONS. 



126. 



K$* jA» 



HO"W beauteous are their feet, 
Who stand on Sion's hill ; 
Who bring salvation on their tongues, 
And words of peace instil I 

How happy are our ears, 
That hear the joyful sound, 
Which kings and prophets waited for, 
And sought, but never found ! 

How blessed are our eyes, 
That see this heavenly light ; 
Prophets and kings desired it long, 
But died without the eight, ! 

Lord,, send forth Thy truth, 
Make known Thy name abroad ; 
Till all the nations shall behold 
Their Saviour and their God* 



Isaac iVatts. 



GENEBAL. 131 



127. 

(Psalm CXLVIII.) 



8.7. 



PRAISE the Lord ! ye heayeiis, adore Him ! 

Praise Him, angels, in the height ! 
Sun and moon, rejoice before Him ; 

Praise Him, all ye stars and light ! 
Praise the Lord ! for He hath spoken : 

"Worlds His mighty voice obeyed ; 
Laws, which never shall be broken, 

For their guidance He hath made. 

Praise the Lord t for He is glorious : 

Never shall His promise fail ; 
God hath made His saints victorious, 

Sin and death shall not prevail. 
Praise the God of our salvation ! 

Hosts on high, His power proclaim ; 
Heaven and earth, and all creation, 

Laud and magnify His name ! 

Bishop Ma}it, 



k2 
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128. 

8. 7. 8. 7. 4. 
LORD, behold us with Thy blessing, 

Once again assembled here ; 
Onward be our footsteps pi-essing. 
In Thy love, and faith, and fear ; 

Still protect us 
By Thy presence ever near ! 

For Thy mercy we adore Thee, 

For this rest upon our way ; 
Lord, again we bow before Thee, 

Speed our labours day by day : 
Mind and spirit 

With Thy choicest gifts array ! 

Keep the spell of home affection 

Still alive in eveiy heart-; 
May its power, with mild direction, 

Draw our love from self apart. 
Till Thy children 

Feel thAt Thou their Father art ! 

Break temptation*s fatal power, . 
Shielding all with guardian care, 
Safe in every careless hour, 
Safe from sloth and sensual snare : 

Thou, our Saviour, 
Still our failing strength repair ! Amen. 

J. BuekoU. 
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129. 

}i^ ^l\^ 8- 7.8. 7. 4. 7. 

LORD, dismiss us with Thy blessing; 

Thanks for mercies past receive ; 
Pardon all, their faults confessing ; 
Time that's lost may all retrieve ! 

May Thy children 
Ne'er again Thy spirit grieve I 

Bless Thou all our days of leisure ; 

Help us selfish lures to flee ; 
Sanctify our every pleasure, 

Pure and blameless may it be : 
May our gladness 

Draw us evermore to Thee I 

By Thy kindly influence cherish 
All the good we here have gained ; 

May all taint of evil perish. 
By Thy mightier power restrained ; 

Seek we ever 
Knowledge pure and love unfeigned ! 

Let Thy father-hand be shielding 
All who here shall meet no more ; 

May their seed-time past be yielding 

Year by year a richer store ! 

Those returning 

Make more faithful than before ! Amen. 

J, Buckoll. 
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130. 



6 8's. 



LO ! God is here ! Let us adore, 
And own how dreadful is this place ! 

Let all within us feel His power, 
And silent bow before His face ; 

Wlio know His power, His grace who prove, 

Serve Him with awe, with reverence love. 

Lo ! God is here ! Him day and night 
Th* united quires of angels sing ; 

To Him, enthroned above all height, 

Heaven's hosts their noblest praises bring.: 

Disdain not, Lord, our meaner song. 

Who praise Thee with a stammering tongue ! 

Gladly the toys of earth we leave. 
Wealth, pleasure, fame, for Thee alone : 

To Thee our will, soul, flesh we give ; 
Oh take, oh seal them for Thine own ! 

Thou art the God ! Thou art the Lord ! 

Be Thou by all Thy works adored ! 

Being of beings, may our praise 
Thy courts with grateful fragrance fill ; 

Still may we stand before Thy face. 
Still hear and do Thy sovereign will ; 

To Thee may all our thoughts arise, 

Ceaseless, accepted sacrifice*! 
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130 

(CorUiniud.) 

lu Thee we move ; all things of Thee 
Are fall, Thou source and Ufe of all ! 

Thou vast, unfathomable Sea ! 
FaU prostrate, lost iu wonder fall. 

Ye sons of men ; for God is Man ! 

All may we lose, so Thee we gain ! 

As flowers their opening leaves display 

And glad drink in the solar fire. 
So may we catch Thy every ray, 

So may Thy influence us inspire ; 
Thou Beam of the eternal Beam, 
Th6u purging Fire, Thou quickening Flame ! 

John WeaUy, 1789. 
From Cferhardt TenteegBn' 
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131. 

(PsAUC C—OU Verticn.) 



L» M« 



ALL people that on earth do dwell, 
Sing to the Lord with cheerful roice ; 

Him serye with fear, His praise forth tell : 
Come ye before Him and rejoice. 

The Lord, ye know, is God indeed ; 

Without our aid He did us make ; 
We are His ilock, He doth via feed, 

And for His sheep He doth us take. 

enter then His gates with praise ; 

Approach with joy His courts unto ; 
Praise, laud, and bless His name always. 

For it is seemljpeo to do. 

For why ? the Lord our God is good. 

His mercy is for ever sure ; 
His troth at all times firmly stood. 

And shall from age to age endure. 



OBNERAIi. 137 



132. 

(PSAUf C.) 



Lt. M> 



BEFORE Jehovah's awful throne, 
Ye nations, bow with sacred joy ; 

Know that the Lord is God alone, 
He can create, and He destroy. 

His sov»*eign power, without our aid. 
Made us of clay, and formed us men ; 

And when like wandering sheep we strayed. 
He brought us to His fold again. 

We'll crowd Thy gates with thankful songs, 
High as the heavens oar voices raise ; 

And earth with her ten thousand tongues 
Shall fill Thy courts with sounding praise. 

Wide as the world is Thy command. 

Vast as eternity Thy love ; 
Firm as a rock TEy truth shall stand. 

When rolling years phall cease to move. 

Isnac WatU, 1719. 
Varied by Charles Wesley, 1741 
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133. 

(Psalm CXVII.) 

FROM all who dwell below the skies 
Let the Creator's praise arise ; 
Let the Redeemer's Name be sung 
Through every land, by every tongue ! 

Eternal are Thy mercies, Lord, 
Eternal truth attends Thy word ; 
Thy praise shall sound from shore to shore 
Till suns shall rise and set no more. 

Praise God, from AVhom all blessings flow ; 
Praise Him, all creatures here below ; 
Praise Him above, ye heavenly host ; 
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost J 

Isaac Watts, 1719. 
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134. 

P. M. 

REJOICE to-day with one accord, 

Sing oat with exultation ; 
Rejoice and praise our mighty Lord, 
Whose Arm hath brought salvation ; 
His works of love proclaim 
The greatness of His Name ; 
For He is God alone, 
Who hath His mercy shown ; 
Let all His saints adore Him ! 

When in distress to Him we cried. 
He heard our sad complaining : 
Oh, trust in Him, whatever betide, 
His love is all -sustaining ; 
Triumphant songs of praise 
To Him our hearts shall raise ; 
Now, every voice shall say, ♦ 
" Oh praise our God alway ; " 
Let all His saints adore Him ! 

Rejoice to-day with one accord, 

Sing out with exultation ; 
Rejoice and praise our mighty Lord, 
Whose Arm hath brought salvation ; 
His works of love proclaim 
The greatness of His Name ; 
For He is God alone. 
Who hath His mercy shown ; 
Let all His saints adoi*e Him ! Amen. 



140 



GENERAL. 



135. 



Irregular. 
Alleluia ! 



Alleluia ! 



AUeluia ! 



Alleluia ! 



Alleluia ! 



THE strain upraise of joy and praise, 

To tlie glory of their Bang 
Shall the ransomed people sing. 

And the choirs that dwell on high 
Shall re-echo through the sky 

They in the rest of Paradise who dwell. 
The blessed ones, with joy the chorus swell, 

The planets beaming on their heavenly way, 
The shining constellations join, and say 

Ye clouds that onward sweep, 

Ye winds on pinions light, 
Ye thunders, echoing loud and deep, 

Ye lightnings, wildly bright, 
In sweet concent unite your 

Ye floods and ocean billows, 

Ye storms and winter snow. 
Ye days of cloudless beauty. 

Hoar frost and summer glow, 
Ye groves that wave in spring, 
And glorious forests sing 

First let the birds, with painted plumage gay, 
Exalt their great Creator's praise, and say 

Then let the beasts of earth, with varying strain, 

Toin in creation's hymn, and cry again, Alleluia ! 



Alleluia ! 



Alleluia ! 



Alleluia ! 



OENRRAL. 141 

Here let the mountains th^ider forth sonorous 

AUeluia ! 
There let the valleys sing in gentler chorus Alleluia ! 

Thou jubilant a%ss of ocean, cry Alleluia ! 

Ye tracts of earth and continents, reply Alleluia ! 

To God, Who all creation made. 

The frequent hymn be duly paid : Alleluia ! 

This is the strain, the eternal strain, the Lord Almighty 
loves : Alleluia ! 

This is the song, the heavenly song, that Christ the 
King approves : Alleluia ! 

Wherefore we sing, both heart and voice awaking, 

Alleluia ! 
(And children's voices echo, answer making, Alleluia ! 

J^ow from all men be outpoured 
I^Ueluia to. the Lord ; 
I With Alleluia evermore 
' JThe Son and Spirit we adore. 

I Praise be done to the Three in One. 
Alleluia ! Alleluia ! Alleluia ! 

John Mason Neale, 1851. 
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136. 

6. 6.' 8. 6. 4. 7. 

FROM Egypt's bondage come, 
Where death and darkness reign, 

"We seek a new, a better home, 

Where we our rest shall gain. ] 

Hallelujah ! 

We are on our way to God. 

There sin and sorrow cease, 

And every con6ict*8 o'er ; 
There we shall dwell in endless peace, 

Nor thirst, nor hunger more. 
Hallelujah ! 
We are on our way to God. 

There in celestial strains 

Enraptured myriads sing ; 
And love in every bosom reigns. 

For God Himself is King. 
Hallelujah ! 
We are on our way to God. 

We soon shall join the throng, 
Their pleasures we shall share, 

And sing the everlasting song 
With all the ransomed there. 
-Hallelujah ! 

Bring us safe to Thee, God ! Amen. 

TJiomaa KeUy, 1812. 
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137. 

D. S. M. 

REJOICE in Christ alway 

When earth looks heavenly bright, 
When joy makes glad the livelong day, 

And peace shuts in the night. 

Rejoice when care and woe 

The fainting soul oppress, 
When tears at wakeful midnight flow, 

And mom brings heaviness. 

Rejoice in hope and fear, 

Rejoice in life and death, 
Rejoice when threatening stomis are near. 

And comfort languisheth. 

When should they not rejoice 

Whom Christ His brethren calls. 
Who hear and know His guiding voice, 

As on their hearts it falls ? 

Yet not to rash excess 

Let joy like ours prevail ; 
Feast not on earth's deliciousness. 

Till faith begin to fail. 

Our temperate use of bliss. 

Let it to all appear ; 
And be our constant watchword this, 

" The Lord Himself is near." 
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138. 

7*8. 

CHILDREN of the Heavenly King, 
As ye journey, sweetly sing ; 
Sing your Saviour's worthy praise, 
Glorious in His works and ways. 

We are travelling home to God, 
In the way the Fathers trod ; 
Thej' are happy now, and we 
Soon their happiness shall see. 

Fear not, brethren ; joyful stand 
On the borders of your land ; 
Jesus Christ, your Father'p Son, 
Bids you undismayed go on. 

Lord, obediently we go. 
Gladly leaving all below ; 
Only Thou our Leader be. 
And we still will follow Thee. 

Lift your eyes, ye sons of Light, 

Zion's city is in sight ; 

There our endless home shall be. 

There our Lord we soon shall see. Amen. 

John (knnick^ 1742. 
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/ 



Im m* 



139. 

'RIDE OD r ride on in mijesty f 

Hark t all the tribes HoMzma ery ; 

O SayioRxr meek, pnTsae* Thy road^ 

With pelm» and scattered gannent^ sfr&wed. 

JRide OQ [ jide on in majesty t 
In lowiy pomp ride od to die r 
O Christ, Thy triumphA mm hegfn 
O'er captive death and eonqraered »in. 

Ride on f ride on in majesty I 

The angel armies of the sky 

Look down irith sad and wondering eyes 

To see the approaching Sacrifice* 

Ride OB I ride on in majesty f 
• The last and fiercest strife is nigh : 
The Father on His sapphire Throne 
Awaitft Hia own anouited Son. 

Ride on ! ride on in mi^esty f 

In lowfy pomp, ride on to die r 

Bow Thy meek head to mortal pain, 

Then take^ God, Thy power, and reign. Amen, 

Milman, 
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140. 

(Psalm XCIII. — New Version,) 



WITH glory clad, with strength arrayed, 
The Lord, that o*er all nature reigns, 

The world's foundations strongly laid. 
And the vast fabric still sustains. 

How surely stablisht is Thy throne. 
Which shall no change or period see ! 

For Thou, Lord, and Thou alone, 
Art God from all eternity. 

The floods, Lord, lift up their voice. 
And toss the troubled waves on high ; 

But God above can still their noise, 
And make the angrj^ sea comply. 

Thy promise. Lord, is ever sure ; 

And they that in Thy house would dwell, 
That happy station to secure 

Must still in holiness excel. 



L. M. 
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141. 

(Psalm LXXXIY.— New Versum,) 

V. M. 

GOD of Hosts, the mighty Lord, 

How lovely is the place 
Where Thou, enthroned in glory, show'st 

The brightness of Thy face ! 

My longing soul faints with desire 

To view Thj' blest abode. 
My panting heaii: and flesh cry out 

For Thee, the Uving Grod. 

Thrice happy they whose choice has Thee 

Their sure protection made ; 
Who long to tread the sacred ways 

That to Thy dwelling lead. 

They shall proceed from strength to strength, 

And still approach more near, 
Till all on Zion's holy mount 

Before their God appear. 



l2 
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142. /hfiM^ a \ 

(Psalm XXXIY.— iV«w Version.) 

C. M. 

THROUGH an the changing scenes of life, 

In trouble and in joy. 
The praises of mj God sthall still 

My heart aad tongue employ. 

Of His deliverance I will boast, 

Till all that are distrest 
From my example comfort take 

And charm their griefs to rest. 

The hosts of God encamp around 

The dwellings of the jnst ; 
Deliverance He affor<& to all 

Who on His. succour trust. 

Fear Him, ye saints, and you will then 

Have nothing else to fear ; 
Hake you His service your delight, 

Your wants shall be His care. 

• 

To God the Father, God the Son, 

And God the Holy Ghost, 
All glory be jfrom Saints on earth 

And from the Angel-host. 
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143. -^fr 

(PSALlt LXXXVII.5 

S. 7. 
GLORIOU'S tkisgs t>r thee are spoken, 

Zion, city of <rar Grod ; 
He, whose word ean&ot be broken, 

Formed thee for His owm abode ; 
On the Sock of Ages founded. 

What can shake thy sum repose 1 
With Salvation's walls surroanded, 

Thou may'st smile at all thy foes. 

Though the world esteem thee lowly. 

Though they pass thy ramparts by. 
Yet the Lord whose name is holy. 

He who fills Eternity, 
He whom not the heaven containeth, 

I^ot the high and holy place, 
StUl w^hin thy walls remaineth. 

Still upholds thee with His grace. 

See the streams of living waters 

Springing from eternal love, 
Still supply thy sons and daughters, 

And all pain and thirst remove : 
Heed not th^n reproach and scorning ; 

Fear not threats nor danger near : 
Soon shall rise a brighter morning, 

When thy Lord shall reappear. 

John Newton, 177J>. 
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144. 

6. 7. 6. 7. 6. 6. 6. 6. 

NOW thank we all our God, 
With heart, and hands, and voices, 
Who wondrous things hath done. 
In whom His world rejoices ; 
Who from our mother's arms 

Hath blessed us on our way 
With countless gifts of love. 
And still is ours to-day. 

may this bounteous God 
Through all our life be near us, 

With ever joyfiil hearts 
And blessed ^peace to cheer us ; 
And keep us in His grace, 

And guide us when perplext, 
And free us from all ills 
In this world and the next. 

• 

All praise and thanks to God, 
The Father, now be given, 

The Son, and Him who reigns 
With them in highest heaven, 
The One eternal God, 

Whom earth and heaven adore. 
For thus it was, is now. 
And shall be evenmore. Amen. 

Miss Winkworth, from the Gtrutnn 
of Ritickart, 1648. 
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145. 

(Psalm CL.) 

7'8. 

PRAISE the Lord, His glories show, 
Saints within His courts below, 
Angels round His throne above, 
All that see and share His loye. 
Earth to heaven, and heaven to earth, 
TeU His wonders, sing His worth ; 
Age to age, and shore to shore. 
Praise Him, praise Him, evermore ! 

Praise the Lord, His mercies trace ! 
Praise His providence and grace. 
All that He for man hath done, 
All He sends us through His Son : 
Strings and voices, hands and hearts, 
In the concert bear your parts ; 
All that breathe, your Lord adore. 
Praise Him, praise Him, evermore ! 

Henry Francis Lyte, 1834. 
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146. 



HAIL, Thou once despised Jesiis ! 

Hail, Thott GalOean king ! 
Thou didst sofier to release as, 

Thou didst &ee salvation bring : 
Hail, Thou agonizing Savioar, 

Bearer of our sin and shame ; 
By Thy merits we find favour : 

Life is given through Thy name ! 

Paschal Lamb, by God appointed. 

All our sins on Thee were laid ; 
By Almighty Love anointed. 

Thou hast full atonement made : 
All Thy people are forgiven 

Through the virtue of Thy Blood ; 
Opened is the gate of heaven ; 

Peace is made 'twizt man and God. 

Jesus, hail ! enthroned in glory, 

T^ere for ever to abide ; 
All the heavenly hosts adore Thee, 

Seated at Thy Father's side. 
There for sinners Thou art pleading. 

There Thou dost our place^prepare ; 
Ever for us interceding 

Till in glory we appear. 



S. 7. 
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146. 

{CimUMMed.) 

Worship, ho&otir, pow«r, &nd bksslug. 

Thou art woithy to receive ; 
Loudest praises, without ceacdng. 

Meet it is for us to give i 
Help, ye bright angelic spirits. 

Bring your sweetest^ noblest kys ; 
Help to sing onr Savioar^s merits, 

Help to chant Immanuel's praise ! 

Soon we shall with those in glory 

His transcendent grace relate ; 
Gladly sing th* amazing story 

Of His dying love ito great: 
In that blessed eontempUtion 

We for evennore ^all dwell. 
Crowned with bliss and consolation. 

Such, as noiue below can tell. 



Jolm Balcenvll, 1760. 



154 GBKEBAL. 

147. 



P. M. 



HOSANNA to the living Lord ! 
Hosanna to the incarnate Word ! 
To Christ, Creator, Saviour, King, 
Let earth, let heaven, Hosanna sing. 
Hosanna, Lord ! Hosanna in the highest ! 

" Hosanna," Lord, Thine angels cry; » 
* " Hosanna," Lord, Thy saints reply : 
Above, beneath us, and around. 
The dead and living swell the sound. 

Hosanna, Lord ! Hosanna in the highest ! 

Saviour, with protecting care 
Return to this Thy house of prayer. 
Assembled in Thy sacred Name, 
Where we Thy parting promise claim. 
Hosanna, Lord ! Hosanna in the highest ! 

But, chiefest, in our cleansM breast, 
Eternal, bid Thy Spirit rest ; 
And make our secret soul to be 
A temple pure, and worthy Thee. 
Hosanna, Lord ! Hosanna in the highest ! 

So, in the last and dreadful day. 
When earth and heaven shall melt away, 
Thy flock, redeemed from siniul stain, 
Shall swell the sound of praise again. 
Hosanna, Lord 1 Hosanna in the highest^! 

Bishop Reffindld Heher, 1827. 
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148. 



7 8. 



SONGS of praise the angels sang. 
Heaven with hallelujahs rang, 
When Jehovah's work hegon. 
When He spake and it was done. 

Songs of praise awoke the mom, 
When the Prince of Peace was bom ; 
Songs of praise arose when He 
Captive led Captivity. 

Heaven and earth must pass away. 
Songs of praise shall crown that day ; 
God will make new heavens, new earth, 
Songs of praise shall hail their birth. 

And can man alone be dumb, 
Till that glorious kingdom come ? 
No ; the Church delights to raise 
Psalms, and hymns, and songs of praise. 

Saints below, with heart and voice. 
Still in songs of praise rejoice. 
Learning here by faith and love 
Songs of praise to sing above. 

Borne upon their latest breath. 
Songs of praise shall conquer death ; 
Then, amidst eternal joy. 
Songs of praise their powers employ. 

James Montgom^rt/. 
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149. 

P. M. 

HOLY, holy, holy. Lord 

God of hosts ! When heaven and earth 
Oat of darkness, at Thy word. 

Issued into glorious birth. 
All Thy works before Thee stood. 
And Thino eye beheld them good. 
While they san^, with one aceord. 

Holy, holy, holy. Lord 3 

Holy, holy, holy 1 Thee, 

One Jehovah evermore. 
Father, Son, and Spirit, we, 

Dust and ashes, would adore : 
Lightly by the world esteemed. 
From that world by Thee redeemed, 
Sing we here, with glad accord. 

Holy, holy, holy. Lord J 

Holy, holy, holy ! All 

Heaven's triumphant choir shall sing, 
When the ransomed nations fall 

At the footstool of their King : 
Then shall saints and seraphim. 
Hearts and voices, swell one hymn 
Round the throne with fall accord. 

Holy, holy, holy, Lord ! 

Jarnes MorUgomery^ 1853. 
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isa 

(P&ALM XXIX.) 

P. If. 

GLORY and praise to J^otbIi oq higb. 
Glory from all through the earth aiid the sky ; 

Angels, approcK)h Him in honiage and dnty. 
Fall at the feet of your heayenly King ; 

Saints, to His presence oh thr<»ig in the beauty 
Of holy derotioa^ His mercies to sing ! 

Glory and praise to J^ovah on high ! 

Glory from aU tiiiroi^h the earth and the sky. 

The Yoice of JehoTah, migestic and loitdy 
In thunder conies forth from His palace of cloud : 

That voice o'er the silenee of ocean is breaking, 
It rolls o'er the waters,, it bursts on the shore ; 

The forests are bending; the mountains are quaking, 
And earth and her creatures, stand still and adore. 

Glory and praise to J^ovah on higjk ! 

Glory from all through the earth and the sky. 

The voice of Jehovah more sweetly is heard 
By saints in His temj^e,. attending His word. 

He speaks not to them in the whirlwind or thunder ; 
He coBbes not to threaten, denounce, or reprove ; 

He comes with glad ti(£ngs of joy and of wonder, 
He bids them be blest in Emmanuers love. 

Glory and praise to Jehovah on high I 

Glory from all through the earth and the sky. 

H. F. Lytt. 
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L. M. 



"WE thank Thee, Lord, for this fair earth, 

The glittering sky, the silver sea. 
For aU their beauty, all their worth. 

Their light and glory, come from Thee. 

Thanks for the flowers that clothe the ground, 
The trees that wave their arms above, 

The hills that gird our dwellings round, 
As Thou dost gird Thine own with love. 

Yet teach us stiU how far more fair, 
More glorious, Father, in Thy sight, 

Is one pure deed, one holy prayer. 
One heart that owns Thy Spirit's might. 

So while we gaze, with thoughtful eye. 
On all the gifts Thy love has given, 

Help us in Thee to live and die. 
By Thee to rise from earth to heaven. Amen. 

BUTiop Cotton. 
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8*8. 

CAPTAIN of Israers host, and Guide 

Of all who seek their home ahove. 
Beneath Thy shadow we abide, 

The cloud of Thy protecting love ; 
Our strength, Thy grace ; our rule, Thy word ; 
Our end, the glory of the Lord. 

By Thine unerring Spirit led. 

We shall not in the desert stray ; 
By Thy paternal bounty fed. 

We shall not want in all our way ; 
As far from danger as from fear, 
While love, Almighty love, is near. 

Altered from Charles Wesley. 
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o. 7 • o> 7* o* o* 7* 

A TOWER of strength oar G?od doth stand, 

A Shield and sore Defender : 
TVoe help from aO our woes His hand 

Throogh life doth freely render. 
Our foe hath fixed has purpose fell ; 
With might and craft he's armed full well ; 

Naught earthly can resist Mm* 

Fun sooo we're lost and Tanquished quite, 
Our strength hath naught effected ; 

Yet He for us mahitaiiis the light. 
Whom God Himself selected. 

Ask ye Hm name ? lis Christ our Lord, 

The Gcd of Hosts alone adored. 
Our Champion — nose dare brave Him. 

Should Hell's whole legions ronikd us press^ 

AH banded to derour us^ 
Yet this should work us good sueeessy 

ISToT fear e'en then overpower us j 
Though this world's Piince look fierce and bokl. 
It matters not, his doom is told, 

A single word can foil him. 

Frtmt the German o/Luthei', 1530. 
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8. 7. 
LORD, we thank Thee for the pleasure 

That our happy lifetime'gives, 
The inestimable treasure 

Of a soul that ever lives ; 
Mind that looks before and after, 

Yearning for its home above, 
Human tears, and human laughter, 

And the depth of human love ; 

For the thrill, the leap, the gladness 

Of our pulses flowing free : 
E'en for every touch of sadness 

That may bring us nearer Thee ; 
But above all other kindness, 

Thine unutterable love, 
Which, to heal our sin and blindness. 

Sent Thy dear Son from above. 

Teach us so our days to number, 

That we may be early wise ; 
Dreamy mist, or cloud of slumber, 

Never dull our heavenward eyes ; 
Hearty be our work, and willing. 

As to Thee, and not to men. 
For we know our soul's fulfilling 

Is in heaven ; — not till then. 

T. W. Jex Blakt^. 
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8. 6. 8. 6. 4. 9. 

WHO shall ascend to tlie holy place, . 

And stand on the holy hill ? , ■ 

Who shall the boundless realms of space 

With shouts of rapture thrill ? 
Hallelujah ! 
For the Lord God Omnipotent reigneth 1 

The servants of the Lord are they, 

The pure in heart and hand, 
For whom the eternal bars give way, 

The eternal gates expand ! 
Hallelujah ! 
For the Lord God Omnipotent reigneth ! 

Not to the noble, not to the strong. 

To the wealthy, or the wise, 
Is given a part in that angel -song, 

That music of the skies ; 
Hallelujah ! 
For the Lord God Omnipotent reigneth I 

But those who in humble and holy fear, 

With child-like faith and love. 
Have served the Lord as their Master here, 

Shall praise the Lord above. 
Hallelujah ! 
For the Lord God Omnipotent reigneth I 
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{Oontinued,) 

And chiefly those who in youth to Him 

Their mom of life have given, 
With Cherubim and Seraphim, 

And all the host of heaven-* 
Hallelujah I 
For the Lord God Omnipotent reigneth ! 

— Shall stand in robes of purest white, 

And to the Lamb shall raise 
The song that rests not day and night, 

The eternity of praise. 
Halleluafth ! 
For the Lord God Omnipotent reigneth ! 

T. E. HankUuon. 
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P. M. 

O YE who love the Ix)rd, 

And feel His quickening power, 
Unite with one accord 
His goodness to adore ; 
To heaven and earth aloud proclaim 
Your great Redeemer's glorious name. 

He left His throne above, 

His glory laid aside, 
Came down on wings of love, 
And wept, and bled, and died : 
The pangs He bore what tongue can tell, 
To save our souls from death and hell ? 

He burst the grave ; He rose 

Victorious from the dead. 

And thence His vanquished foes 

In glorious triumph led : 

Up through the heavens the Conqueror rode, 

Triumphant to the throne of God. 

He soon again will come — 

His chariot will not stay — 
To take His children home. 
To realms of endless day ; 
We there shall see Him face to face, 
And sing the triumphs of His grace. 
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O. M. 



COME, let ns join our cheerful songs 

With angels round the Throne'; 
Ten thousand thousand are their tongues. 

But all their joys are one. 

"Worthy the Lamb that died," they cry, 

" To be exalted thus ! " 
"Worthy the Lamb," our lips reply, 

" For He was slain for us ! " 

Jesus is worthy to receive 

Honour and power divine, 
And blessings, more than we can give. 

Be, Lord, for ever Thine. 

Let all that dwell above the sky. 

And air, and earth, and seas. 
Conspire to lift Thy glories high, 

And speak Thine endless praise. 

The whole creation join in one 

To bless the sacred Name 
Of Him that sits upon the throne, 

And to adore the Lamb ! 

Isaac Watts, 1709. 
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GLORY be to God on high, 
God whose glory fills the sky ^ 
Peaqe on earth to man forgiven, 
Man, the well-beloved of Heaven. 

Sovereign Father, heavenly King, 
Thee we now presnme to sing ; 
[ Glad, Thine attributes confess 
Glorions all, and numberless. 

Hail, by all Thy works adored I 
Hail, the everlasting Lord ! 
Thee with thankful nearts we prove 
God of power, and God of love. 

Christ our Lord and God we own, 
Christ, the Father's only Son, 
Lamb of God, for sinners slain, 
Saviour of offending man. 

Bow Thine ear, in mercy bow, 
Hear, the world's atonement Thou I 
Jesus, in Thy name we pray. 
Take, oh take our sin away ! 

Powerful Advocate with God, 
Justify us by Thjr blood ; 
Bow Thine ear, m mercy bow, 
Hear, the world's atonement Thou ! 

Hear, for Thou, O Christ, alone 
Art with Thy great Father one. 
One the Holy Ghost with Thee, 
One supreme, eternal Three. Amen. 
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C/a Jn« 



IN token that thou shalt not fear 

Christ crucified to own, 
We print the cross upon thee here, 

And stamp thee His alone. 

In token that thou shalt not blush 

To glory in His name, 
We blazon here upon thy front 

His glory and His shame. 

In token that thou shalt not flinch 
Christ's quarrel to maintain. 

But 'neath His banner manfully 
Firm at thy post remain ; 

In token that thou too shalt tread 

The path He travelled by, 
Endure the cross, despise the shame. 

And sit thee down on high ; 

Thus outwardly and visibly 

We seal thee for His own ; 
And may the brow that wears His cross 

Hereafter share His crown ! Amen. 



HewryAJford, l^*^ 
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D. C. M. 



LORDy Thou knowest all the snares 

That round our pathway he ; 
Thou knoVst that hoth our joys and cares 

Come hetween us and Thee ; 
Thou know*8t that our infirmity 

In Thee alone is strong ; 
To Thee for help and strength we fly ; 
' O let us not go wrong ! 

O bear us up, protect us now, 

In dark temptation's hour ; 
For Thou wast bom of woman, Thou 

Hast felt the tempter's power : 
All sinless, Thou: canst feel for those 

Who strive and suffer long ; 
But O, 'midst all our cares and woes 

Still let us not go wrong 1 Amen. 
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(Psalm CXIX.) 



HO"W shall the young preserve their ways 

From all pollution free ? 
By making still their course of life 

With Grod's commands agree. 

With hearty zeal for Thee we seek, 

To Thee for succour pray ; 
Lord, suffer not our careless steps 

From Thy right paths to stray I 

Safe in our heart, and closely hid, 

Thy word, our treasure, lies ; 
To succour us with timely aid 

When sinful thoughts arise. 

Secured by that, our grateful souls 

Shall ever bless Thy name ; 
0, teach us then by Thy just laws 

Our future life to frame ! Amen. 
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NOT only in Thy Manhood's might, 
With burning worda and signs of power, 

Shine, Lord, upon my spirit's night 
In dark temptation's direst hour. 

Nor let me only think of Thee 
In bitterest death triumphant still ; 

But strive, 'mid boyhood's thoughtleHS glee. 
Like Thee, to do my Father's will. 

My faith is weak, my heart is proud. 
And this world's love is strong within, 

A boy's temptations round me crowd. 
And urge my soul to boyish sin. 

I bless Thee for Thy human birth. 
And for the years that won for Thee 

.The favour both of heaven and earth, 
In the lonie vales of Galilee. 

I bless Thee, for the thought has power 
To keep my soul from sin's alloy 

In tempted youth's most dangerous hour. 
And lead me to Thy Father's joy. 
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-r. M. 

WE walk by faitli, and not by sight ; 

No gracions words we hear 
From Him who spake as man ne'er spake, 

Bnt we believe Him near. 

We may not touch His hands and side* 

Nor follow where He trod ; 
But in His promise we rejoice. 

And cry, " My Lord find God ! 



r> 



Help then, Lord, onr nnbelief ; 

And may onr faith abonnd, 
To call on Thee when Thou art near. 

And seek where Thon art found : 

That, when our life of faith is done, 

In realms of clearer light. 
We may behold Thee as Thou art, 

With full and endless sight. Amen. 
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J THE Lord my pasture shall prepare, 

And feed me with a shepherd's care ; 
His presence shall my wants supply, 
And guard me with a watchful eye ; 
My noonday walks He shall attend. 
And all my midnight hours defend. 

When in the sultry glehe I faint, 
Or on the thirsty mountain pant, 
To fertile vales and dewy meads 
My weary wandering steps He leads ; 
Whei-e peaceful rivers, soft and slow, 
Amid the verdant landscape flow. 

Though in a bare and rugged way 
Through devious, lonely wilds I stray. 
His bounty shall my pains beguile ; 
The barren wilderness shall smile, ' 
With sudden green and herbage crowned, 
And streams shall murmur all around. 

Though in the paths of death I tread, 
With gloomy horrors overspread, 
My steadfast heart shall fear no ill. 
For Thou, O Lord, art with me still ! 
Thy friendly crook shall give me aid. 
And guide me through the dreadful shade. 

Joseph AddUon, 1728. 
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BRIEF life is here our portion, 
Brief sorrow, short-lived care : 

The life that knows no ending. 
The tearless life, is there : 

O happy retribution. 
Short toil, eternal rest ! 

For mortals and for sinners 
A mansion with the Mest. 

And now we fight the battle, 
But then shall wear the crown 

Of full and everlasting 
And passionless renown : 

The God whom now we trust in 
ShaU then be seen and known : 

And they who see and know Him 
Shall have Him for their own. 

The morning shall awaken. 
The shadows shall decay. 

And each true-hearted servant 
Shall shine as doth the day. 

There God, our King and Portion, 
In fulness of His Grace, 

Shall we behold for ever, 
And worship face to face. 



7. «. 



J. M. Neale, from thejAxtin of • 
Berwird de Morlaix, d. 1132. 
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7.6. 



JERUSALEM the Golden, 

With milk aad honey blest. 
Beneath thy contemplation 

Sink heart and voice opprest. 

I know not — oh, I know not 

What social joys are there. 
What radiancy of glory. 

What bliss beyond compare 1 

And when I fain would sing them 

My spirit fails and faints, 
And vainly would it image 

The assembly of the saints. 

They stand, those halls of Sion, 

Full jubilant with song, 
And bright with many an angel 

And many a maityr-throng. 

The Prince is ever in them, 

The light is aye serene ; 
The pastures of the blessed 

Are decked in glorious sheen. 

And they, beneath their Leader 

Who conquered in tlie fight, 
For ever and for ever 

Are clad in robes of white, 

/. M. Neahj fi-om the Latin of 
Bernard de Morlaix, d. 1132. 
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6« 4. 6. 4* 6. 6. 4. 

NEAREK, my God, to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee ! 
E'en thonph it be a cross 

That raiseth me, 
Still all my soug shall be, 
" Nearer, my Gwi, to Thee — 

Nearer to Thee I" 

Though like a wanderer, 

The sun gone down. 
Darkness comes over me — 

My rest a stone ; 
Yet in my dreams I'd be 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee. 

There let my way appear 

Steps unto heaven, 
All th^t Thou sendest me 

In mercy given. 
Angels to beckon me 
Nearer, my Go,d, to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee. 

Then with my waking thoughts 

Bright with Thy praise. 
Out of my stony griefs 

Bethels I'll raise : 
So by my woes to be 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee. Amen. 

SaiuhFUywer A^amSflSiS. 
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8. 7. 8. 7. 

STRIVE aright when God doth call thee, 
When He draws thee by His grace ; 

Cast off all that would enthral thee, ^ 
And deter thee from the race. 

Combat, thoi^h thy life thon givest. 

Storm the Kingdom, but prevail ; 
Let not Him with whom thou strivest 

Ever make thee faint or quail. 

"Wrestle till thy zeal is burning 

And thy love is glowing warm, 
All that earth can give thee spuming :- 

Half love will not bide the storm. 

Perfect truth will never waver. 

Wars with evil day and night, 
Changes not for fear or favour, 

Only cares to win the fight. 

Perfect ti-uth will love to follow 

Watchfully our Master's ways ; 
Seeks not comfort poor and hollow. 

Looks not for reward or praise. 

Perfect truth from worldly pleasure. 

Worldly turmoil, stands apart ; 
For in heaven is hid our treasure, 

There must also be the heart. 

Soldiers of the Cross, take courage ! 

Watch and war *mid fear and pain ; 
Daily conquering sin and sorrow, 

Till our Aing o'er earth shall reign. 

WinTcler, X703. 
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L. M. 

BESET with anares on every hand, 
In life's uncertain path we stand ; 
Savionr divine ! di£^e Thy light, 
And guide our doubtful footsteps right. 

Engage each weak and erring' heart 
Early to choose the better part ; 
To yield the trifles of a day 
For joys that never fade away. 

Then should the wildest storms arise. 
And tempests mingle earth and skies, 
'No fatal shipwreck shall we fear, 
But all our treasure with us bear. 

If Thou, our Saviour, still art nigh. 
Cheerful we live, and cheerful die ; 
Secure, when human comforts flee. 
To find eternal joys in Thee. 
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S. M. 

COMMIT thou all thy griefs 
And ways into His hands, 
To His sore truth and tender care 
Who earth and heaven commands, 

Who points the clouds their course. 
Whom winds and seaa obey ; 
He shall direct thy wandering feet, 
He shall prepare thy way. 

Thou on the Lord rely ; 
So safe shalt thou go on ; 
Fix on His work thy steadfast eye, 
So shall thy work be done. 

Thy everlasting truth, 
Father ! Thy ceaseless love, 
Sees all Thy children's wants, and knows 
What best for each will prove. 

Give to the winds thy fears, 
Hope, and be undismayed ; 
God hears thy sighs, and counts thy tears, 
God shall lift up thy head. 



/I 
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{Contintted, ) 

Leave to His sovereign sway 
To choose and to command ; 
So shalt thou wondering own, His way 
How wise, how strong His hand ! 

Thou seest our weakness, Lord, 
Our hearts are known to Thee ; 
Oh, lift Thou up the sinking hand. 
Confirm the feeble knee ! 

Let us in life, in death, 
Thy steadfast truth declare. 
And publish with our latest breath 
Thy love and guardian care. Amen. 

John Wesletif 1739 (from Paul Gerhardi). 
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171. 



8. 8. 6. 



O LORD, how happy should we be 
If we could cast our care on Thee : 

If we from self could rest ; 
And feel at heart that One above, 
In perfect wisdom, perfect love, 

Is working for the best I 

Could we but kneel and cast our load, 
E'en while we pray, upon our (Jod, 

Then rise with lightened cheer ; 
Sure that the Father, who is nigh 
To still the famished raven's cry. 

Will hear in that we fear. 

We cannot tmst Him as we should, 
So chafes fallen nature's restless mood 

To cast its peace away ; 
Yet birds and flowers around us preach ; 
All, all the present evil teach 

Sufficient for the day. 

Lord, make these faithless hearts of ours 
Such lesson learn from birds and flowers ; 

Make them from self to cease. 
Leave all things to a Father's will, 
And taste, before Him lying still. 

E'en in affliction, p^ace. Amen. 
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8. 7. 

LIGHT of thoM whose di«aiy dwelling 

Borders on the shades of death. 
Come, and, all Thy love revealing, 

Dissipate the clonds beneath. 
Thou, new heaven and earth*s Creator, 

On our deepest darkness rise, 
Scattering all the night of nature, 

Pouring light on blinded eyes. 

Still we wait for Thine appearing ; 

Life and joy Thy beams impart : 
Chasing all our fears, and cheering 

Every poor, benighted heart. 
By Thy all-restoring merit. 

Every burdened soul release ; 
Every weary, wandering spirit 

Guide into Thy perfect peace. Amen. 
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WE saw Thee not, when Thou didst tread, 

O Saviour, this our sinful earth ; 
Nor heard Thy voice restore the dead. 

And wake them to a second birth : 
But we believe that Thou didst come, 
And quit for us Thy glorious home. 

We were not with the faithful few 
Who stood Thy bitter cross around, 

Nor heard the prayer for those who slew, 
Nor felt the earthquake rock the ground 

We saw no spear- wound pierce Thy side ; 

Yet we believe that Thou hast died. 

No angel's message met our ear, 

On that first glorious Easter Day, 
" The Lord is risen. He is not here, 

Come see the place where Jesus lay I '* 
But we believe that Thou didst quell 
The banded powers of Death and Hell. 

We saw Thee not return on high, — 
And now, our longing sight to bless, 

No ray of glory from the sky 
Shines down upon our wilderness : 

Yet we believe that Thou art there, 

And seek Thee, Lord, in praise and prayer. 

/. H. Gurnejf. 
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WONDROUS was Thy path on earth, 
''Midst our human giief and mirth. 
All our good, and all our ill, 
Feeling, Lord, yet sinless still. 

Thou wouldst oft vouchsafe to bless 
Hours of earthly happiness ; 
When Thou cam'st Thy friend to save, 
Thou couldst weep beside his grave. 

Thy transforming influence still 
Into good converts our ill ; 
Or from weak and worthless things 
Holy joy and comfort brings. 

be with us, gracious Lord 1 
Near our bed, and at our board, 
By our fireside's pleasant cheer, 
When the winter nights are drear. 

Through the livelong summer day. 
When our hearts are blithe and gay, 
From all taint of fleshly ill 
Purify our gladness still. 

So that when new heavens and earth 
At Thy bidding shall have birth, 
Purged from all our dross of sin. 
We may dwell with Thee therein. Amen. 
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OH, where shall rest be found. 
Rest for the weary soul ? 
'Twere vain the ocean's depths to sound. 
Or pierce to either pole. 

The world can never give 
The bliss for which we sigh ; 
*Tis not the whole of life to live, 
Nor all of death to die. 

Beyond this vale of tears 
There is a life above, 
Unmeasured by the flight of years, 
And all that life is love. 

There is a death, whose pang 
Outlasts the fleeting breath ; 
what eternal horrors hang 
Around the second death ! 

Lord God of truth and grace. 
Teach us that death to shun,' 
Lest we be banished from Thy face, 
And evermore undone. Amen. 

J. Montgomery. 
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BLEST are the pure in heart. 
For they shall see our God ; 
The secret of the Lord is theirs, 
Their soul is Chi'ist*s abode. 

The Lord who left the sky 
Our life and peace to bring, 
And dwelt in lowliness with men, 
Their Pattern and their Eling, 

Still to-the lowly soul 
He doth Himself impart, 
And for His dwelling and His throne 
Chooseth the pure in heart. 

Lord, we Thy presence seek ; 
Ours may this blessing be ! 
Give us the pure and lowly heart, 
A temple meet for Thee ! Amen. 
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177. 



C. M. 



GOD moves in a mysterious way 
His wonders to perform : 

He plants His footsteps in the sea. 
And rides upon the storm. 

Deep in unfathomable mines 

Of never-failing skill 
He treasures up His bright designs, 

And works His sovereign will. 
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Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take ! 

The clouds ye so much dread 
Are big with mercy, and shall break 

In blessings on your head. 

Judge not the Lord by feeble sense. 
But trust Him for His grace ; 

Behind a frowning providence 
He hides a smiling face. * ■ 

His purposes will ripen fast, 
' Unfolding every hour ; 
The bud may have a bitter taste, 
But sweet will be the flower. 

Blind unbelief is sure to err, 

And scan His work in vain ; 
God is His own interpreter. 

And He will make it plain. 

William Ccywper, 177M. 
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L» Ma 

WE'VE no abiding city here — 
Sad truth, were this to be our home ! 

But let this thought our spirit cheer, 
We seek a city yet to come. 

We've no abiding city here — 

Then let us live as pilgrims do ; 
Let not the world our rest appear, 

But let us haste from aU below. 

We've no abiding city here ; 

We seek a city out of sight — 
Zion its name, the Lord is there, 

It shines with everlasting light. 

Zion ! Jehovah is her strength, 

Secure she smiles at all her foes ; 
And weary travellers at length 

Within her sacred walls repose. 

sweet abode of peace and love. 

Where pilgrims freed from toil are blest ! 

Had I the pinions of the dove, 
I'd fly to thee and be at rest. 

Thomas Kelly, 1812. 
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8. 7. 



CALL Jehovah Thy salvation ; 

Rest beneath the Almighty's shade ; 
In His sacred habitation 

Dwell, nor ever be afraid. 
There no tumult can alarm thee, 

Thou shalt dread no hidden snare ; 
Guile nor violence can harm thee, 

In eternal safeguard there. 

From the sword at noonday wasting, 

From the noisome pestilence, 
In the depth of midnight blasting, 

God will be thy sure defence : 
Fear not then the deadly quiver, 

Though a thousand feel the blow ; 
Mercy shall thy soul deliver, 

Though ten thousand be laid low. 

If with pure and firm affection 

On God's laws be set thy love, 
With the wings of His protection 

He will shield thee from above : 
Thou shalt call when griefs oppress thee. 

He will hearken, He will save ; 
Here with special favour bless thee, 

Give thee life beyond the grave. 
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180. 

ESUS calls us — o'er the tumult - 
Of our life's tempestuous sea 
Day by day His sweet voice soondeth, 
Saying, ** Christian, follow Me." 



Jesus calls us — from the worship 
Of the vain world's golden store, 

From each idol that would keep us, 
Saying, '* Christian, love Me more. 
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In our joys and in our sorrows, 
Days of toil and hours of ease, 

tStill He calls, 'midst cares and pleasures, 
"Christian, love Me more than these." 

Jesus calls us — ^by Thy mercies, 
Saviour ! may we hear Thy call^ 

Give, our hearts to Thy obedience, 
Serve and love Thee best of all. Anien. 

Elizabeth Toke. 
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OBJECT of my first desii-e, 

Jesus, crucified for me, 
All to happiness aspire, 

Only to. be found in Thee : 
Thee to praise, and Thee to know, 
Make the joy of saints below : 
Thee to see, and Thee to love. 
Make the joy of saints above. 

Lord, it is not life to live 

If Thy presence Thou deny ; 
Lord, if Thou Thy presence give 

Tis no longer death to die : 
Source and Giver of repose, 
Only from Thy love it flows : 
Peace and happiness are Thine ; 
Mine they are, if Thou art mine. 



7'8. 
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8. 7. 8. 7. 4. 7. 

LORD, dismiss us with Thy blessing, 
Fill our hearts with joy and peace ; 

Let us each. Thy love possessing, 
Triumph in redeeming grace ; 

refresh us, 
Travelling through this wilderness ! 

Thanks we give, and adoration, 

For Thy gosJ>e]'s joyful sound ; 
May the fruits of Thy salvation 

In our hearts and lives abound ! 
May Thy presence 

WitB us evermore be found ! 

So whene'er the signal's given 

Us from earth to call away, 
Borne on angels* wings to heaven, 

Glad the summons to obey, 
May we ever 

Reign with Thee in endless day ! Amen. 

Shirley. 
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o* /• o. /• 8. o. /. 

THE Lord of might from Sinai's brow 
. Gave forth His voice of thunder ; 
And Israel lay on earth below, 

Outstretched in fear and wonder. 
Beneath His feet was pitchy night, 
And at His leffc hand and His right 
The rocks were rent asunder ! 

The Lord of love, on Calvary, 

A meek and suffering stranger, 
Upraised to heaven His languid eye, 

In nature's hour of danger : 
For us He bore the weight of woe. 
For us He gave His blood to fl<H^, 

And met His Father's angei^ 

The Lord of love, the Lord of might, 

The King of all created. 
Shall back return to claim His right. 

On clouds of glory seated ; 
With trumpet-sound and angel-song, 
And hallelujahs loud and long, 

O'er death and hell defeated ! 

Bishop Reginald Heber, 1827. 
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FORTH in Thy name, Lord, I go. 

My daily labour to pursue, 
Thee, only Thee, resolved to know 

In all I think, or speak, or do. 

The task Thy wisdom hath assigned 

let me cheerfully fulfil ; 
In all my works Thy presence find, 

And prove Thy good and perfect will. 

Thee may I set at my right hand, 

■ 

Whose eyes mine inmost substance see, 
And labour- on at Thy command, 
And oifer all my works to Thee. 

Give me to bear Thy easy yoke, 
And every moment watch and pray ; 

And still to things eternal look. 
And hasten to Thy glorious day. 

For Thee delightfully employ 

Whatever Thy bounteous grace hath given, 
And run my course with even joy, 

And closely walk with Thee to heaven. 

Charles WeaUy, 1749. 
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WE name Thy name, God, 

As our God call on Thee, 
Though the dark heart meantime 

Far from Thy ways may be. 

And we can own Thy law^ 
And we can sing Thy songs, 

While the sad inner soul 
To sin and shame belongs. 

On us Thy love may glow, 

As the pure mid-day fire 
On some foul spot look down. 

And yet the mire be mire. 

Then spare us not Thy fires, 
The searching light and pain ; 

Bum out our sin ; and, last, 
With Thy love heal again. 

F. T. P<Ugrave.. 
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P. M. 



WHY should I fear the darkest hour, 
Or tremble at the tempter's power ? 
Jesus Youchsafes to be my tower. 

When earthly comforts fade and die, 
Though others weep, yet why should I ? 
Jesus still lives, and still is nigh. 

I know not what may soon betide, 
Or how my wants shall be supplied ; 
But Jesus knows, and will provide. 

Though sin would fill me with distress, 
The throne of grace I dare address. 
For Jesus is my righteousness. 

Against me earth and hell combine ; 
Bu^ on my side is power divine : 
Jesus is all, and He is mine. 

John Newton. 
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PLUNGED in a gulf of dark despair 

"We wretched sinners lay, 
Without one cheerful beam of hope, 

Or spark -of glimmering day. 

With pitying eyes the Prince of Grace 

Beheld our helpless grief: 
He saw, and oh, amazing love ! 

He ran to our relief. 

Down from the shining seats above 
With joyful haste He fled ; 

Entered the grave in mortal flesh, 
And dwelt among the dead. 

O, for this love, let rocks and hills 

Their lasting silence break, 
And all harmonious human tongues 

The Saviour's praises speak ! 

Angels, assist our mighty joy8 ; 

Strike all your harps of gold ! 
But when you raise your highest notes, 

His love can ne'er be told. 

Isaac Watts, 1709. 
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TO-MORROW, Lora, is Thiue, 
Lodged in Thy sovereign hand, 
And, if its sun arise and shine, 
It shines by Thy command. 

The present moment flies, 
And bears our life away : 
0, make Thy servants truly wise, 
That they may live to-day 1 

Since on this wingM hour 
Eternity is hung, 
Waken, by Thy Almighty power, 
The aged and the young. 

One thing demands our care : 
0, be it still pursued ! 
Lest, slighted once, the season fair 
Should never be renewed ! 

To Jesus may we fly 
Swift as the morning light ; 
Lest life's young golden beams should die 
In sudden endless night ! 

Philip Doddridge, 1755. 
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for a closer walk with 6od» 
A calm and heavenly frame ! 

A light to shine upon the road 
Tha^ leads me to the Lamb ! 

Where is the blessedness I knew 
When first I saw the Lord ? 

Where is the soul-refreshing view 
Of Jesus and His word ? 

Return, holy Dove ! return, 
Sweet messenger of rest ! 

1 hate the sins that made Thee mourn, 
And drove Thee from my breast. 

The dearest idol I have known, 

Whatever that idol be, 
Help me to tear it from Thy throne. 

And worship only Thee ! 

So shall my walk be close with God, 
Calm and serene my frame ; 

So purer light shall mark the road 
That leads me to the Lamb ! 

WilliaTn Cotoper, 1779. 
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OFT in danger, oft in woe, 
Onward, Christians, onward go t 
Fight the fight, maintain the strife. 
Strengthened with the hread of life. 

Onward, Christians, onward go I 
Join the war, and face the foe ; 
Will ye flee in danger's hour ? 
Enow ye not your Captain's power ? 

Let yonr drooping hearts be glad ; 
March in heavenly armonr clad ; 
Fight, nor think the battle long ; 
Soon shall victory wake yonr song. 

Let not sorrow dim your eye ; 
Soon shall every tear be dry ; 
Let not fears your course impede ; 
Great your strength, if great your need. 

Onward, then, in battle move ; 
More than conquerors ye shall prove ; 
Though opposed by many a foe. 
Christian soldiers, onward go ! 

Fragment by Henry Kirke WhUe, 1806. 
Completed by F. F. Maitland^ 1827. 
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I 

S* Sf • 

SOLDIERS of Christ, arise 
And put your armour on, 
Strong in the strength which God supplies 
Through His Eternal Son. 

Strong in the Lord of Hosts, 
And in His mighty power, 
Who in the strength of Jesus trusts 
Is more than conqueror. 

Stand, then, in His great might, 
With all His strength endowed : 
But take, to arm you for the fight, 
The panoply of God ; 

That, having all things done. 
And all your conflicts past, 
Ye may o'ercome, through Christ alone, 
And stand complete at last. 

ChdTlts Wesley. 
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** COME to a desert-place apart, 

And rest a little while ; " 
So spake the Lord, when limbs and heart 

Waxed faint and sick through toil. 

What tired nature craved He sought, 

But, while He sought it, found 
The restless crowd together brought, 

And labonr's weary round. 

Still not a thought to self was given. 

Nor murmur from Him came ; 
He fed their souls with bread from heaven, 

And stayed th-eir sinking frame ; ' 

Nor turned, when that long task was done. 

To sleep fatigue away ; 
When on the desert sank the sun, 

The Saviour waked to pray. 

perfect Pattern from above ! 

So strengthen us, that ne'er 
Prayer keep us back from works of love. 

Nor works of love from prayer. Amen. 
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S.M. 

NOT all the blood of beasts 
On Jewish altars slain 
Could give the gailty conscience peace, 
Or wash away the stain. 

But Christy the heavenly Lamb, 
Takes all our sins away ; 
A sacrifice of nobler name 
And richer blood than they. 

My faith would lay her hand 
On that dear head of Thine, 
While like a penitent I stand, 
And there confess my sin. 

My soul looks back to see 
The burdens Thou didst bear. 
When hanging on the accursM tree. 
And hopes her guilt was there. 

Believing, we rejoice 
To see the curse remove : 
We bless the Lamb with cheerful voice, 
And sing His bleeding love. 

liobac Watts, 1709. 
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HAPPY they tbat find a rest 
In a Heayenly Father's breast ; 
Happy they whose praises flow 
Even in this yale of woe. 

They shall mount from strength to strength. 
Till they reach Thy throne at length ; 
At Thy feet adoring fall, 
Who hast led them safe through aU. 

Lord, be mine this piixe to win ! 
Guide me through this world of sin ; 
Keep me by lliy saying grace ; 
Give me at Thy side a place. 

Sun and shield alike Thou art, 

Guide and guard my erring heart ; 

Grace and glory flow from Thee, 

Shower, oh shower them. Lord, on me ! Amen. 
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THERE is a land of pure delight, 

Where saints immortal reign ; 
Infinite day excludes the night, 

And pleasures banish pain. 

There everlasting spring abides, 

And never- withering flowers ; 
Death, lilce a narrow sea, divides - 

This heavenly land from ours. 

Sweet fields beyond the swelling flood 

Stand dressed in living green : 
So to the Jews old Canaan stood, 

While Jordan rolled between. 

But timorous mortals start and shrink 

To cross this narrow sea, 
And linger shivering on the brink, 

And fear to launch away. 

0, could we make our doubts remove. 

These gloomy doubts that rise. 
And see the Canaan that we love 

With unbeclouded eyes ; 

Could we but climb where Moses stood. 

And view the landscape o'er, 
Not Jordan's stream, nor death's cold flood. 

Should fright us from the shore. 

Isaac Watts, 1709 

I 
\ 
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(Psalm III.) 

CM. 

LORD, where troublous billows roll, 
A strange tempestuous sea,. 

My foes exclaim against my soul, 
There is no help for thee ! 

Though they be many, Thou, Loi*d, 

Art styi my sure defence ; 
My glory, Thine eternal "Word, 

My shield, Omnipotence. 

1 cry to Thee with inward voice, 
And Thou dost hear my call, 

And cause my spirit to rejoice, 
Triumphant o'er them alL 

I laid me down in peace, and slept. 

From every terror free ; 
In strength renewed, in safety kept : 

The Lord sustainM me. 

Arise and save me, O my God ! 

Thy blessing give to me ; 
My foes are fled before Thy rod, 

Salvatioti is of Thee. 
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^ 



P. M. 



\A WITH trembling awe the chosen three 
The holy mount ascended. 
Where, wrapped in blissfal ecstasy, 

They saw the vision splendid — 
Their Lord arrayed in living light, 
.And on His left hand and His right 
By glorious saints attended. 

vision bright — too bright to tell — 
The joys of heaven unveiling ! 

How precious on those hearts it fell, 
When earthly hopes were failing ; 

When, saints no more on either side, 
. Between the thieves the Saviour died, 
'Mid hate and scorn and railing ! 



Grant us, dear Lord, some vision brief 

Of future triumph telling, 
Gilding with hope our night of grief, 

Our clouds of fear dispelling. 
If the dim foretaste was so bright, 
Oh, what shall be the dazzling light 

Of Thy eternal dwelling I 

W. W. How 
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LORD of power and Lord of might, 
God and Father of us aU, 
Lord of day and Lord of night, 
Listen to our solemn call : 
Listen, whilst to Thee we raise 
Songs of prayer and songs of praise. 

Light and love and life are Thine, 
Great Creator of all good, 
Fill our souls with Light Divine, 
Give us with our daily food 
Blessings from Thy heavenly store, 
Blessings rich for evermore. 

Fall of love and full of peace, 
May OUT life on earth be blest ; 
When our trials here shall cease, 
And at last we sink to rest, 
Fountain of eternal love 1 
Call us to our home above. Ameu. 



7's. 



O. Thnng. 
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(Psalm XXXVII.) 



o. At • 



PUT thou thy trast in God, 
In duty's path go on ; 
Walk in His strength with faith and hope, 
So shall thy work be done. 

Commit thy ways to Him, 
Thy works into His hands. 
And rest on His unchanging word. 
Who heaven and earth commands. 

Though years on years roll on. 
His covenant shall endure ; 
Though clouds and darkness hide His path. 
The promised grace is sure. 

Through waves, and clouds, and storms 
His power wiU clear thy way : 
In Grod's own time, the darkest night 
Will end in brightest day. 

J. WesUyt from the Oerman. 
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C> M. 

LOKD, when we bend before Thy throne, 

And our confessions pour, 
Teach us to feel the sins we own, 

And h4tQ what w^ deplore, 

When we discjos^ oiy* wants m piayer 

May we our wills re^igA, 
And not a thPUsght our bo?p3«is sfeajre 

Which is npt wholly Thi»e. 

Let faith e^ch meek petition fill; 

And lift it to the skies ; 
And teach o^r hearts *tis goodness ptil^ 

Wlych grants it or denies. 

When our unij^ed yoijces strive 

Their cheerful hymns to raise, 
Let lov« divind within us liye, 

And lift our souls in praise. 

Then on Thy glories while we dwell. 

Thy mercies we'U review. 
Till love divine transported tell 

Thou, God, art Father too I 

CnrlyU. 
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FORTH from the dark and stormy sky, 
Lord, to Thine altar's shade we fly ; 
Forth from the world, its hope and fear, 
Saviour, we seek Thy shelter here ; 
"Weary and weak, Thy grace we pray ; 
Turn not Thy suppliants, Lord, away ! 

Long have we roamed in want and pain, 

Long have we sought Thy rest in vain ; 

Wandering in douht, in darkness lost, 

Long have our souls been tempest tost ; 

Lo, at Thy feet our sins we lay ; 

Turn not Thy suppliants, Lord, away ! Amen. 

Altered from Bishop Reginald Heher, 1827. 
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^ , D. 0. M. 

GREAT King of nations, hear our prayer, 

While at Thy feet we fall. 
And hmnbly, with united cry, 

To Thee for mercy call : 
The guilt is ours, but grace is Thine— 

O, turn us not away. 
But hear us from Thy lofty throne. 

And help us when we pray. 

Our fathers' sins were manifold. 

And ours no less we own ; 
Yet wondrously from age to age 

Thy goodness hath been shown : 
When dangers, like a stormy sea, 

Beset our country round, 
To Thee we looked, to Thee we cried. 

And help in Thee we found. 

With one consent we meekly bow 

Beneath Thy chastening hand. 
And, pouring forth confession meet, 

Mourn with our mourning land : 
With pitying eye behold our need. 

As tiius we lift our prayer, 
" Correct us with Thy judgments. Lord ! 

Then let Thy mercy spare.'* Amen. 

p2 
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•5* 



(PsALic eXSJaX.^K$w Vtr9i(m>) 

L. M. 

THOU, Lord, by strictest search hast known 
My rising up, an4 lying down : 
My secret thoughts are known to Thep, 
Known long before conceived by me. 

Thine eye my bed and path surveys, 
My public haunts and private ways : 
Thou kQOwest all v\j Hps would vent, 
My yet ipiuttered wordp* intent. 

SunxMinded by Thy power I stand, 
On every side I feel Thy ]^and : 
0, skill for human reach too high, 
Too dazzling bright for mortal eye ! 

Searclv prove, liord, my thoughts fui4 heart, 

If sin yet lurk in any part : 

Correct me wher^ J go ^tray. 

And guide me in Thy perfect way. i^en. 
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C. M. 

O GOD, that madest earth and sky, 

Th« dairknefts and the day, 
Give ear to this Thy family, 

And help us wh«n \re -pray f 

For wild^the waves of bitterness 
. Around our vessel roar. 
And heavy grows the pilot's heart 
To view the rocky shore ! 

The O08S our Master bore {or us 

For Him we faui would bear. 
But mortal strength to weakoMa tarns, 

Andcooiage to despair. 

Have mercy on our failings, Lord ! 

Our sinking faith renew ; 
And when Thy sorrows visit us, 

O, send Thy patience too I Amen; 
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O THOU, who hast at Thy command 
The hearts of all men in Thy hand ; 
Our wayward, erring hearts incline 
To know no other will but Thine. 

Our wishes, our designs control ; 
Mould every purpose of the soul ; 
O'er aU may we victorious be, 
That stands between ourselves and Thee. 

Twice blest will all our blessings be 
When we can look from them to Thee ; 
When each glad heart its tribute pays 
Of love, and gratitude, and praise. 

Yet may we, feeble, weak and frail. 
Against our mightiest foes prevail ; 
Thy word our shield from every harm. 
Our strength Thine everlasting arm. Amen. 
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LORD, in Thy Name Thy servants plead, 

And Thon hast sworn to hear ; 
Thine is the harvest, Thine the seed, 

The fresh and fisding year. 

Onr hope, when Autumn winds blew wild, 

We trusted, Lord, with Thee ; 
And now that Spring has on us smiled, 

We wait on Thy decree. 

The former and the latter rain, 

The Summer sun and air. 
The green ear, and the golden grain, 

All Thine, are ours by prayer. 

Thine too by right, and ours by grace. 

The wondrous growth unseen. 
The hopes that soothe, the fears that brace, 

The love that shines serene ! 

So grant the precious things brought forth 

By sun and moon below. 
That Tliee, in Thy new heaven and earth, 

We never may forego. 

To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 

The God whom we adore, 
Be glory, as it was, is now. 

And shall be evermore. Amen. 

John Kehle, 1867. 
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Father, whate'er of earthly bliss 

Thy sovereign will denies, 
Accepted at Thy throne of grace 

Let this petition rise. 

Give me a calm, a thankftil heart, 

From every murmur free ; 
The blessings of Thy grace impart, 

And let me live to Thee. 

Let the sweet hope tliat Thou art mine 

My life and death attend ; 
Thy presence through my journey shine, 

And crown my journey's end. Amen. 

Mrs. Steele. 
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FOB a hdftrt to praise my God ! 

A heart ftom sin set free ! 
A heart that's dprinkled with the blood 

So freely shed for me ! 

A heart resigned, submissive, meek, 

My great Redeemer's throne ; 
Where only Christ is heard to speak, 

Where Jesus reigns alone ! 

A humble, lowly, contrite heart. 

Believing, true, and clean ; 
Wliich neither life nor death can part 

From Him that dwells within ! 

A heart in every thought renewed. 

And full of love divine ; 
Perfect, and right, and pure, and good — 

A copy. Lord, of Thine ! 

Thy nature, gracious Lord, impart ; 

Come quickly from above ; 
Write Thy new name upon my heart, 

Thy new best name of Love. Amen. 

Charles WeOey, 1742. 
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LORD, as to Thy dear cross we flee, 

And plead to be forgiven, 
So let Thy life our pattern be, 

And form our souls for heaven. 

Help us through good report and ill 

Our daily cross to bear, 
Like Thee to do our Father's will. 

Our brethren's griefs to share. 

Let grace our selfishness expel. 

Our earthliness refine, 
And kindness in our bosoms dwell. 

As free and true as Thine. 

If joy should at Thy bidding fly, 

And grief's dark day come on, 
"We in our turn would meekly cry, 

Father, Thy will be done I 

Kept peaceful in the midst of strife, 

Forgiving and forgiven, 
O, may we lead the pilgrim's life. 

And follow Thee to heaven ! Amen. 

J. H. Gurnet' 
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JESU, my Lord, my God, my All, 
Hear me, blest Saviour, when I call ; 
Hear me, and from Thy dwelling-place 
Pour down the riches of Thy grace. 

Jqsu, my Lord, I Thee adore ; 

make me loye Thee more and more. 

Jesu, too late I Thee have sought ; 
How can I love Thee as I ought ? 
And how. extol Thy matchless fame. 
The glorious beauty of Thy Name ? 

Jesu, my Lord, I Thee adore ; 

O make me love Thee more and more. 

Jesu, what didst Thou find in me. 
That Thou hast dealt so lovingly ? 
How great the joy that Thou hast brought, 
So far exceeding hope or thought I 

Jesu, my Lord, I Thee adore ; 

make me love Thee more and more. 

Jesu, of Thee shall be my song. 

To Thee my heart and soul belong ; 

All that I am or have is Thine, 

And Thou, blest Saviour, Thou art mine. 

Jesu, my Loi*d, I Thee adore ; 

O make me love Thee more and more. 

Amen. 

H. Collins. 
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LORD, my best desire fiilfil, 

And help me to resign 
Life, health, and comfort to Thy will, 

And make Thy pleasure min£. 

Why should I shrink at Thy command. 

Whose love forbids my fears ? 
Or trehible at the gracious Hand 

That wipes away my tears ? 

No ; let me rather freely yield 

What most I prize to Thee, 
Who never hast a good withheld. 

Or wilt withhold, from me. 

Thy favour, all my journey through. 

Thou art engaged to grant ; 
What else I want, or think I do, 

'Tls better stUL to want. 

ITiZKcMtt Cewper, 1779. 
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FAB ftom mj heavenly home^ 
Far from my Father^s breast, 
Fainting I cry, ble«t Spirit^ iJomfi, 
And sp^ed mo to my V^sL 

My spirit bom^wwd turns, 
And fain would tbither fl^e ; 
My hearty Sion, droops »nd yeaww 
When I ismembfijr thge. 

To thes, to thee J preps, 
A dark and toilsome rp^l ; 
When shall I pass the wild^mess^ 
And reaeh the miaU* abod? ? 



God of my life, be near ; 
On Thee my hopes I cast ; 
O gaide me through the desert hero,. 
And bring m^ home 4t last. Am^n. 

Henry Francis LytCf 1884. 



222 OENEBAL. 



213. 

7's. 

BLESSED Lord, who Thee receire, 
Who in Thee begin to live, 
Day and night they cry to Thee, 
" As Thou art, so let us be." * 

Fix, oh fix each wavering mind ; 
To Thy Cross our spirits bind ; 
Earthly passions far remove, 
Perfect all our souls in love ! 

Dust and ashes though we be, 

Full of guilt and misery ; 

Make us Thine, O Son of God, 

"Wash us in Thy precious blood. » 

Boundless wisdom, power divine. 
Love junspeakable are Thine ; 
Praise by all to Thee be given, 
Saiuts on earth, and hosts of heaven ! 



QENEBAL. 223 



214. 

O HELP us, Lord ! each hour of need 

Thy heavenly succour give ; 
Help us in thought, and word, and deed, 

Each hour on earth we live ! 

O help us when our spirits bleed, 

With contrite anguish sore ; 
And when our hearts are cold and dead. 

Oh, help us, Lord, the more ! 

help us, through the prayer of faith. 

More firmly to believe ; 
For still, the more the servant hath. 

The more shall he receive. 

help us, Jesus, from on high ! 

We know no help but Thee : 
help us so to live and die. 

As Thine in heaven to be ! 

Henry Hart MUman, 1827. 
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LOVE Divine, all love excelling, 

Joy of heaven, to earth come down, 
Fix in lis Thy humble dwelling. 

All Thy faithful mercies crown. 
Jesus, Thou art all compassion, 

Pure, unbounded love Thou art ; 
Tislt us with Thy salvation, 

Enter every longing heart. 

Come, Almighty to deHver, 

Let us all Thy grace receive ; 
Suddenly return, and never — 

Never more Thy temples leave. 
Thee we would be always blessing. 

Serve Thee as T^y hosts above ; 
Pray and praise Thee mthoat ceatdng; 

Glory in 'Hiy perfect lore*. 

Finish, then. Thy new creation, 

Pure, unspotted may we %e : 
Let us see Thy great salvation 

Perfectly restored }yy Thee : 
Changed from glory into gl<»y, 

Till in heaven we take our place — 
Till we cast our crowns before Thee, 

Lost in wonder, love, and praise. 

Charles Wesley. 



6SNXRAL. «225 



216. 

8. 7. 8. 7. 7. 7. 

LORD, who once from heaven descending 
Lost mankind didst seek and saye, 

tJs in OUT distress befriending, 

Grant the succour which we crave ; 

From a sinfrd world we flee, 

Shepherd of our souls, to Thee. 

From the arts which would allure us, - 
From the toils that would ensnai*e, 

Thou who slumberest not, secure us, 
By Thy ever watchfrd care : 

And if e'er from Thee we roam, 

Fetch, O fetch the wanderers home ! 

And at last, our perils ended, 

Take us to that blessed fold, 
Where the flock Thou here hast tended 

Shall in heaven Thy face behold. 
And with songs of praise adore 
Christ their Shepherd evermore. 
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MY God, my Father, while T stray 

Far from my hoikie, on life's rough way, 

teach me from my heart to say, 

Thy will be done ! 

Thotigh dark my p&th atid Bdd my lot, 
L«t it!i« be still, und mntmtir liot. 
Or breathe the pttijrer divinely tadght, 
Thy tHll be done I 

If Thou shouldst call me to resign 
What most I prize, it ne'er was mine ; 

1 only yield Thee what was Thine — 

Thy will be done ! 

Let but my faintiag heart be blest 
With Thy sweet Spirit for its Guest, 
My God, to Thee I leave the rest — 
Thy will be done < 

Renew my will from day to day ; 
Blend it with Thine, and take away 
All that now makes it hard to say, 
Thy will be dohe ! 

Then, when on earth I breathe no more 
The prayer oft mixed with tears before, 
I'll sing upon a happier shore. 

Thy will be done ! Amen. 

Charlotte EUiott, 1836. 
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THY way, not mine, Lonl, 

However dark it be ! 
Lead me by Thine own hand, 

Choose out the path for xne. 

Smooth let it be or rough. 

It will be still the best : 
Winding or straight, it leads 

Bight onward to Thy rest. 

1 dare not choose my lot ; 

I would not if I might ; 
Choose Thou for me, my God, 

So shall 1 walk aright. 

The kingdom that I seek 

Is Thine ; so let the way 
That leads to it be Thine ; 

Else I must surely stray. 

Take Thou my cup, and it 

With joy or sorrow fill, 
As best to Thee may seem ; 

Choose Thou my good and ill. 

Choose Thou for me my friends 

My sickness or my health ; 
Choose Thou my cares for m«, 

My peverty or wealth. 

Not mine, not mine the choice. 

In things or great or small ; 
Be Thou my guide, my strength, 

My wisdom, and my all ! Amen. 

Horatms Bonar, 1856. 

Q2 
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10. 4. 10. 4. 10. 10. 

LEAD, kindly Light, amid the encircling gloom, 

Lead Thou me on ; 
The night is dark, and I am far &om home, 

Lead Thou me on. 
Keep Thou my feet — I do not ask to see 
The distant scene — one step enough for me. 

I was not ever thus, nor prayed that Thou 

Shouldst lead me on ; 
I loved to choose and see my path— but now 

Lead Thou me on. 
I loved the garish day ; and, spite of fears, 
Pride ruled my will : remember not past years. 

So long Thy power hath blest me, sure it still 

Will lead me on 
O'er moor and fen, o*er crag and torrent, till 

The night is gone, — 
And with the mom those angel faces smile, 
Which I have loved long since, and lost awhile. 

John Henry Netotnan, 1883. 
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FATHER of Love, our Guide and Friend, 

O lead ns gently on, 
Until life's trial-time shall end, 

And heavenly peace be won ! 

We know not what the path may be 

As yet by us untrod ; 
But we can trust our all to Thee, 

Our Father and our God 1 

If called, like Abraham's child, to climb 

The hill of sacrifice. 
Some angel may be there in time ; 

Deliverance shall arise : 

Or if some darker lot be good, 

O teach us to endure 
The sorrow, pain, or solitude 

That makes the spirit pure ! 

Christ by no flowery pathway came ; 

And we, His followers here. 
Must do Thy wiU and praise Thy name 

In hope, and love, and fear. 

And, till in heaven we sinless bow, 

And faultless anthems raise, 
O Father, Son, and Spirit, now 

Accept our feeble praise ! Amen. 

William Josiah Irons, 1853. 
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(Psalm XC.) 

GOD, oar help in ages past, 
Our hope for years to come, 

Our shelter from the stormy blast, 
And our eternal home ! 

Before the hills in order stood 
Or earth received its frame, 

From everlasting Thou art God, 
To endless years the same. 

A thousand ages in Thy sight 

Are as an evening gone, 
Short as the watch that ends the night 

Before the rising sun. 



God, our help in ages past, 

Our hope for years to come, 
Be Thou our guide while life shall last,^ 

And our eternal home ! Amen. 

Isaac Watts, 1719. 
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A^IBS «siQ^ U0 with Tl^y gnoe, 

Lord Imim, tsv^rmof^, 
NoF let 110 9*9T to 9in giye pla^e, 

Nor grieve Hiin we ftdore. 

Abide amcmg us with Th^r word, 

Bededmer whoiQ we love ; 
Thy h^lp «d4 npiewy here afiibpd. 

And life with Thee fthore. 

AMde with us to bles9 us still, 
bounteous Lqrd of peace ; 

With grace a»d power pur spirits fill, 
Oiir faith and love increase. 

Abide among us as our shieldf 

Captain of Thy host ; 
That to the world we may not yield, 

Nor e'er forsake our post. 



Abide with us in faithful love, 

Our God and Saviour be, 
Thy help at need, O let us prove. 

And keep us true to Thee. Amen. 

From the German ofStegmann^ 1629. 



C. M. 
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7*8. 



JESUS, Lord, we look to Thee, 
Let us in Thy name agree ; 
Show Thyself the Prince of Peace ; 
Bid all strife for ever cease. 

By Thy reconciling love 
Every stumbling-block remove ; 
Each to each unite, endear ; 
Come, and spread Thy banner here ! 

Make us of one heart and mind. 
Courteous, pitiful, and kind, 
Lowly, meek, in thought and word. 
Altogether like our Lord. 

Let us each for other care, 
Each his brother's burdens bear ; 
To the world a pattern give. 
Show how Christ's disciples live. 

Take us to Thy home above. 
Purified by faith and love ; 
May we in our life*s last hour 
Feel Thy peace, Thy grace. Thy power. 

Amen. 

Altered from Charles Wesley. 
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JESU, lover of my soul, 

Let me to Thy bosom fly, 
While the nearer waters roll, 

While the tempest still is high. 
Hide me, O'my Saviour, hide 

Till the storm of life be past ; 
Safe into the haven guide ! 

receive my soul at last ! 

Other refuge have I none, 

Hangs my helpless soul on Thee ; 
Leave, leave me not alone ; 

Still support and comfort me ! 
AU my hope on Thee is stayed ; 

All my help from Thee I bring : 
Cover my defenceless head 

With the shadow of Thy wing ! 

Plenteous grace with Thee is found, 

Grace to cover all my sin ; 
Let the healing streams abound ; 

Make and keep me pure within. 
Thou of life the fountain art. 

Freely let me take of Thee ; 
Spring Thou up within my heart, 

Bise to all eternity ! Amen. 

Charles Wesley, 1740. 
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C. M. 



THOU art tlie Way ! to Tliee alone 

Ftoto sill ai)4 death we flee ; 
And lie who would the Father ne^ 

Must seek Him, Lord, hy Thee, 

Thou art the Truth ! Thy word alone 

True wiadom can impart ; 
Thou only oanst inform the min^ 

And purify the heart. 

Thou art the life ! the empty tomb 
Proclaims Thy conquering arm : 

And those who put their trust in Thee 
Nor death nor hell shall harm. 

Thou art the Way, the Truth, the Life ! 

Grant us that Way to know, 
That Truth to keep, that Life to win 

Whence joys eternal flow. 

Georf/e W. Doatu. 
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POUR down Thy Spirit, gracious Lord, 

On all aswmbled here : 
Let us receive the engrafted Word 

With meekness and with fear. 

By faith in Thee the soul receives 

Kew life, though dead before ; 
And he, who in Thy name beUevvt, 

Shall live, to die no more. 

Preserve the power of faith alive 

In those that love Thy name ; 
For sin and Satan daily strive 

To quench the sacred flame. 

Thy grace and^mercy first prevailed 

From death to set us free ; 
And often since, our life had failed 

Unless renewed by Thee. 

To Thee we look, to Thee we bow. 

To Thee for help we call. 
Our Life and Resurrection Thou, 

Our Hope, our Joy, our all. 

Alford. 
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LORD ! with awe the path'we trace 
Which Thou on earth hast trod : 

To man, of wondrous love and grace, 
Of faithfulness to God. 

Thy love, by man so sorely tried, 
Proved stronger than the grave : 

The very spear that pierced Thy side 
Drew forth the Blood to save ! 

Faithful amidst unfaithfulness, 

In darkness light alone, 
Thy Father's name Thou didst confess, 

And make His wiU Thine own. 

Beset by Satan's subtlest wiles, 
By suffering, shame, and loss, 

Tl^y path, uncheered by earthly smiles, 
Led only to the Cross. 

Give us Thy meek. Thy lowly mind ! 

Obedient may we be. 
And all our rest and pleasure find 

In learning, Lord, of Thee. 
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C. M. 

O GOD of Israel ! by whose hand 

Thy people still are fed ; 
Who through this weary pilgrimage 

Hast aU our fathers led ; 

Our vows, our prayers, we now present 

Before Thy throne of grace : 
God of our £a,thers ! be the God 

Of their succeeding race. 

Through each perplexing path of life 

Our wandering footsteps guide ; 
Give us each day our daily bread, 

Our heavenly food provide. 

spread Thy covering wings around, 

Till all our wanderings cease, 
And at our Father's loved abode 

Our souls arrive in peace. 

Such blessings &om Thy gracious hand 

Our humble prayers implore ; 
That Thou mayst be our hope, our strength. 

And portion evermore. Amen. 

Variation hy John Logan^ 1779, 

From, Philip Doddridge 
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MAKER of all things, Aid otir hands, 

In all our works be near ; 
That our chaste lives may worthier prove 

The name of Christ to hear. 

Thou, only mighty, only good, 

Art to Thyself the way; 
Thou only, w^o hast given the law, 

Canst give us to obey. 

Perils environ all the road : 

Our slippery feet control; 
That so our feet more steadfastly 

May press towards the goal. 

For Thee, good Lord, the heart doth pant ; 

For Thee the spirit sighs : 
Grant unto those Thy grace hath saved 

To win the eternal prize. 

Praise be to Father, praise to Son ; 

Blest Spirit, praise to Thee r 
Glory to God, the Three in One, 

To God, the One in Three. 
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FATHER of «ieh5i«8 ! let our ways 

With Thee acceptance find ; 
Thy loying-kindness we oon£eds 

To 118 tmd all mankind. 

Thanks for creation ar6 Thy dne, 

For life preserved by Thee ; 
And all Hm blessings life affords, 

So great and yet so iret. 

Thanks for redem^tioB, above all, 

To ns in Jesns given ; 
Thanks for the means of ^"ac^ on earth, 

And for ihe hope of heaven. 

Oh, let a sense of t^is Thy grace 

Our best affections move ; 
That while onr lips Thy praise proclaim 

Our h^rts may fe^l Thy love. Amen. 
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6. 5. 6. 5. 



J£SU, meek and gentle, 

Son of God most liigh, 
Pityii^g, loving Saviour, 

Hear Thy childrenV cry. 

Pardon onr offences, 

Loose our captive cliains, 
Break down every idol 

Which our soul detains. 

Give us holy freedom. 

Fill our hearts with love ; 
Draw us, holy Jesus ! 

To the realms above. 

Lea^ us on our journey, 

Be Thyself the Way 
Through terrestrial darkness 

To celestial day. 

Jesu, meek and gentle. 

Son of God most high. 
Pitying, loving Saviour, 

Hear Thy children's cry. Amen. 

G. K. Prynne. 
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232. 

L. M. 

JESUS, where'er Thy people meet, 
There they hehold Thy mercy-seat ; 
Where'er they seek Thee, Thou art found, 
And every place is hallowed ground. 

For Thou, within no walls confined, 
Inhabitest the humble mind : 
Such ever bring Thee where they come. 
And going, take Thee to their home. 

Dear Shepherd of Thy faithful few, 
Thy former mercies here renew ; 
Here to our waiting souls proclaim 
The sweetness of Thy saving Name. 

Here may we prove the power of prayer 
To strengthen faith and sweeten care ; 
To teach our faint desires to rise. 
And bring all Heaven before our eyes. 

Lord, we are few, but Thou art near ; 
Nor short Thine arm, nor deaf Thine ear : 
0, rend the heavens, come quickly down. 
And make our sinful hearts Thine own. Amen. 

William Cotpper, 1779. 
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7.6. 



DRAW us to Thee, Lord Jesns, 

And we will hasten on ; 
For strong desire doth seize ns 

To go where Thou art gone. 

Draw us to Thee : enlighten 
These hearts to find Thy way, 

That else the tempests frighten, 
Or pleasures lure astray. 

Draw us to Thee ; and teach us 

E'en now that rest to find, 
Where sorrow cannot reach us, 

Nor care weigh down the mind. 

Draw us to Thee ; nor leave us 

Till all our path is trod ; 
Then in Thy arms receive us. 

And bear us home to God. Amen. 

Luddmilia Elisabeth, 
Countess of Schwarzhurg-Rudolstadt, 1687. 
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FROM Sion^s liill my help deBceods ; 

To Grod I lift mine eyes ; 
My strength on Him alone depends 

Who formed the earth and sides. . 

He, ever watchful, ever nigh, 

Forbids' my foot to slide ; 
Nor sleep, nor slumber, seals the eye 

Of Israel's guard and guide. 

He, on my side, arrayed in might, 
His shield shall o'er me spread ; 

Nor son by day, nor moon by night. 
Shall hurt my favoured head. 

Safe shall I go, and safe return, 
"While He my life defends. 

Whose eyes my every step discern. 
Whose mercy never ends. 



c. M. 
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' THOU, to whose all-searcbing sight 



The darkness shineth as the lights 

Search, prove my heart ; it pants for Thee ; 

burst these bonds, and set it free ! 

Wash out its stains, refine its dross ; 
Nail my affections to the Cross ; 
Hallow each thought ; let all within 
Be clean, as Thou, my Lord, art clean. 

If in this darksome wild I stray. 

Bo Thou my Light, be Thou my "Way ; 

No foes, no violence I fear. 

No fraud, while Thou, ray God, art near. 

When rising floods my soul o'erflow. 
When sinks my heart in waves of woe, 
Jesu, Thy timely aid impart. 
And raise my head, and cheer my heart. 

Saviour I where'er Thy steps I see. 
Dauntless, untired, I follow Thee ; 
let Thy hand support me still, 
And lead me to Thy holy hill. 

If rough and thorny be the way, 
My strength proportion to my day ; 
Till toil and grief and pain shall cease. 
Where all is calm and joy and peace. 

John Wesley, 1789—1743. From the German. 
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JESU, my Saviour, look on me, 
For I am weary and opprest ; 
I come to cast myself on Thee : 
Thou art my Rest, 

Look down on me, for I am weak, 
I feel the toUsome journey's length. 
Thine aid omnipotent I seek : 
Thou art my Strength. 

I am bewildered on my way ; 
Dark and tempestuous is the night ; 

send Thou forth some cheering ray 

Thou art my Light. 

When Satan flings his fiery darts, 

1 look to Thee — ^my terrors cease ; 
Thy Cross a hiding-place imparts : 

Thou art my Peace. 

Standing alone on Jordan's brink, 
In that tremendous latest strift, 
Thou wilt not suffer me to sink : 
Thou art my Life. 

Thou wilt my every want supply. 
E'en to the end, whate'er befal ; 
Through life, in death, eternally. 
Thou art my All. 



p. M. 
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LEAD us, heavenly Father, lead us 
O'er the world's tempestuous sea ; 
Guard us, guide us, keep us, feed us. 
For we have no help but Thee ; 
Yet possessing 
Every blessing 
If our God our Father be. 

Saviour, breathe forgiveness o'er us ; 
All our weakness Thou dost know ; 
Thou didst tread this earth before us, 
Thon didst feel its keenest woe ; 
Lone and dreary, 
Faint and weary. 
Through the desert Thou didst go. 



Spirit of our God, descending. 

Fill our hearts with heavenly joy ; 
Love with every passion blending. 
Pleasure that can never cloy ; 
Thus provided, 
Pardoned, guided, 
Nothing can our peace destroy. Amen. 

James Edmeaton, 1820, 



P. M. 
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GOD of mercy, throned on high, 

Listen from Thy lofty seat ; 
Hear, hear our feeble cry, 

Guide, guide our wandering feet I 

Young and erring travellers, we 
All ova dangers do not know ; 

Scarcely fear the stormy sea, 
Hardly feel the tempest blow. 

Jesus, lover of the young. 

Cleanse us with Thy blood divine ; 

Ere the tide of sin grow strong, 
Save us, keep us, make us Thine. 

"When perplexed in danger's snare, 
Thou alone our guide canst be ; 

When oppressed with woe and care. 
Whom have we to trust but Thee ? 

Let us ever hear Thy voice, 

Ask Thy counsel every day ; 
Saints and angels will rejoice 

If we walk in wisdom's way. 

Saviour, give us faith, and pour 

Hope and love on every soul ; — » 

Hope, till time shall be no more ; 

Love, while endless age's roll ! Amen. 

Anon. 1841. 
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(Psalm XLII. — New Version, ) 

AS pants the hart for cooling streams 

When heated in the chase, 
So longs my soul, O God, for Thee, 

And Thy refreshing grace. 

For Thee, my God, the living God, 

My thirsty soul doth pine : 
O, when shall I behold Thy face. 

Thou majesty Divine ? 

Why restless, why cast down, my soul f 
Hope still, and thou shalt sing 

The praise of Him who is thy God, 
Thy health's eternal spring. 

To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 

The God whom we adore. 
Be glory, as it was, is now. 

And shall be evermore. 



c. M 
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CHBISTIAN, seek not yet repose ; 
Cast thy dreams of ease away ; 
Thou art in the midst of foes : 
Watch and pray. 

Gird thy heavenly armour on. 
Wear it ever, night and day ; 
Near thee lurks the eyil one : 
Watch and pray. 

Hear the warriors who o'ercame 
Marching on their heavenward way, 
Still with warning voice exclaim, 
Watch and pray. 

First and chiefest, hear the Lord, 
Him thou lovest to obey ; 
Hide within thy heart His word : 
Watch and pray. 

Watch, as if on thee alone 
Hung the issue of the day ; 
Pray, and all,thy weakness own : 
Watch and pray. 
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BE with me, Lord, where'er I go. 
Teach me what Thou wouldst have me do : 
Suggest whate'er I think or say, 
Direct me in Thy nan-ow way. 

Prevent me, lest I harbour pride. 
Lest I in my own strength confide ; 
Show me my weakness, let me see 
I have my power, my all from Thee. 

Assist and teach me how to pray, 

Incline my nature to obey ; 

"What Thou abhorrest let me flee, 

And only love what pleases Thee. Amen. 
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(Psalm LXVII.) 

GOD of mercy, God of grace, 
Show the brightness of Thy face : 
Shine upon us, Saviour, shine, 
FiU Thy Church with Ufe divine ; 
And Thy saving health extend 
Unto earth's remotest end. 

Let Thy people praise Thee, Lord, 
Be by all that live adored ; 
'Let the nations shout and sing 
Glory to their Saviour King ; 
At Thy feet their tribute pay, 
And Thy holy will obey. 

Let the people praise Thee, Lord ; 

Earth shall then her fraits afford ; 

G9d to man His blessing give, 

Man to God devoted live ; 

All below, and all above. 

One in joy, and light, and love. 

H. F. Ijyte. 
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L. Iff. 

GrOD of our life, to Thee we call. 
Afflicted at Thy feet we fall ; 
When the great water-floods prevail, 
Leave not our trembling hearts to fail. 

Friend of the friendless and the faint, 
Where shall we pour our sad complaint ? 
Where but to Thee, whose open door 
Invites the helpless and the poor ? 

Did ever sinner plead with Thee, 
And Thou reject his lowly plea ? 
Doth not Thy word still pledged remain, 
That none shall seek Thy face in vain ? - 

Then hear, Lord, our humble cry. 
And bend on us Thy pitying eye t 
To Thee our contrite pmyer we make ; 
Hear us, O hear, for Jesu's sake. Amen. 



aXNEKJLL. 253 

244. 

(Psalm XC.) 

8. 8> 6. 8. 8. 6. 
GOD of glory, God of grace, 
From age to age our dweUiDg-place, 

Before Thy throne we bow : 
Ere the vast mountains rose of yore, 
When they and earth shall be no more, 
The same, Lord, art Thou. 

Man's generations rise and pass 

Like morning flowers, like summer grass, 

The creatures of Thy breath. 
Our life runs onward like a stream, 
We come and vanish as a dream. 

The prey of sin and death. 

Unnumbered ills beset our path, 

Our days are darkened 'neath Tliy wrath ; 

And yet how heedless we ! 
O touch with grace each erring heai*t. 
True wisdom to each soul impart, 

And win us all to Thee. 

We sink, we perish 'neath Thy frown : 
O send Thy healing mercy down 

To light our coming years ; 
Then be they many, be they few, 
Thy grace will bear us safely through 

Beyond the reach of tears. 

H. F. Lyte 



264 OZNXKAL. 



245. 

Cm VL, 

TRY us, O God i and search the ground 

Of every evil heart : 
Whatever of sin in us is found, 

O bid it all depart. 

When to the right or left we stray, 

Pity Thy helpless sheep ; 
Bring back our feet into the way, 

And there Thy wanderers keep. 

Help us to help each other. Lord, 

Each other's cross to bear, 
Let each his friendly aid afford 

To soothe his brother's care. 

Help us to build each other up, 

Help us ourselves to prove ; 
Increase our faith, confirm our hope, 

And perfect us in love. 

Complete at length Thy work of grace, 

Axid take us to Thy rest 
Among the saints who see Thy face, 

To be for ever blest. Amen. 
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6.5. 
IN the hour of trial, 

Jesu ! pray for me, 
Lest by base denial 

I depart from Thee ; 
When Thou seest me wayer, 

With a look recall, 
Nor, for fear or favour, 

Suffer me to fall. 

With forbidden pleasures 

Should this vain world charm, 
Or its tempting treasures 

Spread to work me harm, 
Bring to my remembrance 

Saa Getbsemane, 
Or, in dark resemblance, 

Cross-crowned Calvary. 

Should Thy mercy send me 

Sorrow, toil, and woe ; 
Or should pain attend roe 

On my path below ; 
Grant that I may never 

Fail Thy hand to see ; 
Grant that I may ever 

Cast my care on Thee. 

When my last hour cometh. 

Fraught with strife and pain. 
When my dust retumeth 

To the dust again ; 
On Thy truth relying 

Through that mortal strife, 
Jesu ! take me, dying. 

To eternal life. Amen. 

/. Montgomery. 



L. K. 
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O HOLY Lord, content to live 
In a poor home, a lowly child, ' 

And in subjection meek to give 
Obedience to Thy mother mild : 

Lead every child that bears Thy 'name 
To walk in Thy pure upright way, 

To dread the tonch of sin and shame, 
And humbly, like Thyself, obey ! 

O let not this world's scorching glow 
Thy Spirit's quickening dew efiace, 

Nor blast of wind too wildly blow. 
And quench the trembling flame of grace. 

Gather Thy lambs within Thine arm, 
And gently in Thy bosom bear ; 

Keep them, Lord, from hurt and harm, 
And bid them rest for ever there ! 



So shall they waiting here below. 
Like Thee, their Lord, a little spsm, 

In wisdom and in stature grow, 
And favour both with God and man. 

William WcUsham How, 18£4. 
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THOUGH we long, in sin-WTonght blindness, 
From Thy gracions paths have strayed, 

Cold to Thee «nd to Thy kindness. 
Wilful, reckless, or afraid ; 

Through din doiids Ukat ga^er Tonnd tis 

Thon hast sought, and Thon h»db fomid ns. 

Oft from Thee ira ■veil <mr faces, 

Children-like, to 'oheat Thine eyes ; 
Sin, and hope to hide the traces ; 

From ourselTEes onrsdves disguise : 
'Neath the webs we've woven round us 
Thy soul-pi«»hig glance has found us. 

Sudden, midift our idle chorus, 

O^er our sin thy limnders roll ; 
Death his signal waves before us, 

Night and terror take tke soul ; 
Till through double darkness round ns 
Looks a star, — and Hiou haat found ns. 

O most Merciful, most Holy, 

Light Thy wandepers on their way ; 
Keep us ever Thine, Thine "wlioAly, 

Suffer «s m more to JKtnj I 
Cloud and storm oft gatiber ffoond us : 
We were lost, — ^but Thou hast found us. 

F. T. Palgrav 
B 



25^ GENERAL. 



249. 

THOU Judge of quick £uid dead, 
Before whose bar severe, 
With holy joy, or guilty dread. 
We all must soon appear ; 

Our anxious souls prepare 
For that tremendous day ; 
And fill us now with watchful care, 
And stir us up to pray ; — 

To pray and wait the hour — 
That awful hour unknown — 
When, robed in majesty and power, 
Thou shalt from heaven come down. 

O may we all be found 
, Obedient to Thy word, 
Attentive to the trumpet's sound, 

And looking for our Lord. 

may we thus ensure 
A lot among the blest. 
And watch a moment, to secure 
An everlasting rest ! Amen. 

C. Wesley. 



S. Bl. 
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7'8. 

LORD, if Thou Thy grace impart, 
Poor in spirit, meek in heart, 
Like the Saviour we shall be — 
ClothM with hnmility ; 

Simple, teachable, and mild ; 
Hnmble as a little child ; 
Pleased with what the Lord provides, 
Weimed from all the world besides. 

Father, fix our souls on Thee ; 
Every evil let us flee ; 
Always happy in Thy love, 
Looking for our rest above. 

All that seek will surely find 
Every good in Christ combined ; 
Oh, let Christians still adore, 
Trust, and praise Him evermore ! 

C. Wesley. 



s2 
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251. 

ETERNAL God, we look to Thee, 

To Tliee For lielp we fly ; 
Thine eye alone onr wants -can see, 

Thy hand, alone strpply. 

From path to path we roam for rest, 

But all our search is vairi ; 
We seek for life among the dead, 

Tot joy where sorrows reign. 

Lord, let Thy fear within us dwell, 

Thy lore our foot^eps guide : 
That love will all vain lov* -expel ; 

That fear, all fear beside. 

Not what we wish, but what we want, 

let Thy grace aappty : 
The gbod tmasked in mercy grant ; 

The Ul, tSiough asked, deny. 

wtfTick, 



0. M. 
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6 7'8. 
QUIET, Lord, mj froward heart ; 

Make me teachaj)le and mild, 
Upright, simple,, free from art, 

Make me as a weauM child, 
From distrust, and envy free, 
Pleased with all that pleases Thee. 

What Thou shalt to-day provide, 

I^t met aa a child receive I 
What to-pxorrow may betide 

Calmly to Thy wisdom leave : 
'Tis enQugh that Thou wilt care ; 
Why should I the burden bear ? 

As a Httle child relies 

On a care beyond his own. 
Knows he's neither strong nor wise, 

Fears to stir a step alone ; 
Let me thus with Thee abide, 
As my Father, Guard, and Guide. 

Thus, preaerved from Satan's wiles, 
Safe from dangers, free from fears, 

May I live upon Thy smiles 
Till the promised hour appears. 

When the sons of God shall prove 

All their Father's boundless love. 

/oft« Nevfton, 1779. 
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253. 

P. M. 

HEAL me, my Saviour, heal ; 
Heal me as I suppliant kneel ; 
Heal me, and my paidon seal. 

Fresh the wounds that sin hath made; ; 
Hear the prayers I oft haye prayed, 
And in mercy send me aid. 

Thou the true physician art ; 
Thou, Christ, canst health impart, 
Binding up the bleeding heart. 

Other comforters are gone ; 
Thou canst heal, and Thou alone, 
Thou for all my sin atone. 

Heal me then, my Saviour, heal ; 
Heal me as I suppliant kneel : ? 
To Thy mercy 1 appeal. 

G. Thring. 
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O THOU, the contrite sinners' Friend, 
Who loving, lov'st them to the end, 
On this alone my hopes depend. 
That Thou wilt plead for me ! 

When, weary in the Christian race, 
Far off appears my resting-place. 
And fainting I mistrost Thy grace, 
Then, Saviour, plead for me ! 

When I have erred and gone astray 
AfJEu: from Thine and wisdom's way, 
And see no glimmering, guiding ray. 
Still, Saviour, plead for me 1 

When Satan, by my sins made bold. 
Strives from Thy Cross to loose my hold. 
Then with Thy pitying arms enfold. 
And plead, plead for me ! 

And when my dying hour draws near. 
Darkened with anguish, guilt, and fear, 
Then to my fainting sight appear. 
Pleading in heaven for me I 

When the full light of heavenly day . 
Reveals my sins in dread array, 
Say Thou hast washed them all away ; 
say. Thou plead'st for me ! Amen. 

Charlotte Elliott, 1837. 



1*. M. 



284 glMlKM. 



256. 

LORD of mercy and of might. 
Of mankihd the Life and Light, 
■ Makei;, Teaeher, Infinite^ 

Jesus ! hear and save ! 

WhOf when sm'a taremendona doom 
(rave creation to the tomb, 
Didst not scorn the Virgin's womb, 
Jesus ! hear and save ! 

Mighty monarch! Saviom- mild ! 
Humbled to a mortal child^ 
Captive, beaten, bound, reviled, 
Jesus ! hear and save I 

Throned above celestial things, 
Borne aloft on angels' wings, 
Lord of lords, tmd King of kings, 
Jesus ! hear and SAve ! 



Who shalt yet return from high, * 
Robed in might and majesty, 
Hear us, help us when we cry I 

Jesus ! hear and save ! Amen. 
Bishop Reginald Heber, 1827. 



P. M. 
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8.7. 



S A.VIOUB, SMuree of every bleaain^ 

Ihsam Jay heart to liallowed lay» ; 
Streams of mercy never ceasing 

Call £9r ceaseleea son^ of jnraiae. 
Teach me some melodious mieaafttre 

Sung by raptured saintsi above ; 
Fill my aoftl with sacred pleasure, 

While I celebrate thy love. 

Thou didst seek me when a stranger, 

Wandering from the fold of God, 
Andy to rescue me from danger, 

Didst redeem jne with Thy blood ; 
Safe thus far, by Thee defended, 

In my stage of life I'm come ; 
Safe, O Lord, when life ia ended, 

Bring me to my heavenly home. Amen. 



. AH 
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L. M. 



257. 

THOU, who'camest from above 
The pore celestial fire to impart, 

Kindle a flame of sacred love 
On the mean altar of my heart 

Then let it for Thy glory bnm 
With inextinguishable blaze ; 

And, trembling, to its Source return, 
In humble prayer and feryent praise. 



Jesus ! confirm my heart's desire 
To work, and speak, and think for Thee ; 

Still let me guard Thy holy fire, 
And still stir up Thy gift in me : 

Ready for all Thy perfect will, 
My acts of faith and love repeat : 

Till death Thy endless mercies seal. 

And make my sacrifice complete. Amen. 

OhwrlM Wetley, 1762. 
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HOLY Spirit ! from on high 
Bend on ns a pitying eye ; 
Animate the drooping heart. 
Bid the. power of sin depart 

Light up every dark recess 
Of our heart's ungodliness, 
Show us every devious way 
Where our steps have gone astray. 

Teach us with repentant grief 
Humbly to implore relief ; 
Then the Saviour's blood reveal, 
All our deep disease to heal. 

May we daily grow in grace, 
Still pursue the heavenly race. 
Trained by wisdom, led by love, 
Till we reach our rest above. Amen. 



Vs. 
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259. 

C. M. 

GRIViLT Shepherd of Thy people, hear ; 

Thy presence now difiplay : 
As Thou haat gtven. a place fea* prayer, 

So give 198 hearts to pray. 

Within these walls let holy peace 

And love and coneord dweU : 
Here give the troubled conscience ease, 

The woonded spirit heak 

May we in &itb receive Thy word, 

In faith present onr prayers; 
And in the presence of our Lord 

Unbosom all our cares. 

The hearing ear, the seeing eye, 

The contrite heart, bestow ; 
And shine upon us from on high, 

That we in grace may grow. Amen. 
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8.7.8.7.4.7. 
GUIDE us, O Thon great Jdiov&h i 

Pilgrims throi^ this bairen Isad ; 
We are weak, but Tiiouiat imghty. 
Hold us Yiiih Thy powerfoi liaad : 

Bread of heaven, 
Fofid BB till me -wimt no monB. 

Open Thou tdw living finmtnn 
WhsBce the heafing wnters flow ; 

Let the fiery cloudy piilor 
Lead us all our jouzney tfanm^ ■; 

Strong Deliverer, 
Be Thmi fltill our strength imd shield. 

When we tread the verge of J^rdm, 

Bid onr Annioas fears ^uheifte ; 
Bear us through the o'lerwhelming torrent, 

Lead us salk to Canaan's side : 
Songs of praises 

W« wUl B^rer glT^ to Thee. 

IF. WiOkims, 1774. 
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8. 7. 8. 7. 4. 7. 
JESUS, Lord of life and glory, 

Beud from heayen Thy gracious ear ; 

While our waiting souls adore Thee, 

Friend of helpless sinners, hear : 

By Thy mercy, 

O deliver us, good Lord. 

From the depths of nature's blindness, 
From the hardening power of sin, 

From all maHce and unkindness. 
From the pride that lurks within, 

By Thy mercy, 
deliver us, good Lord. 

When temptation sorely presses, 

In the day of Satan's power, 
In our time of deep distresses, 

In each dark and trying hour, 
By Thy mercy, 

deliver us, good Lord, 

When the world around is snuling, 

In the time of wealth and ease, 
Earthly joys our hearts beguiling, 

In the day of health and peace, 
By Thy mercy, 

deliver us, good Lord. 
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261. 

(Contintted,) 

In the weary hours of sickness, 
In the times of grief and pain, 

When we feel our mortal weakness, 
When the creature's help is vain, 

By Thy mercy, 
O deliver us, good Lord. 

In the solemn hour of dying. 
In the awful judgment-day. 

May our souls, on Thee relying. 
Find Thee still our hope and stay : 

By Thy mercy, 
deliver us, good Lord. 
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262. 



L. K. 



UP to the throne of God is borne 
The voice of praise at early morn, 
And He accepts the punctual hymn, 
Sung as the light of day grows dim ; 

Nor wiU He turn His ear aside 
From holy offerings at noontide : 
Then here to Him our souls we raise 
In songs at fgoatitBde mod praisiL 

Look up to heaven t the indns^ous sun 
Already half his race hath run ; 
He cannot halt opt -go astray. 
But our immortal spirits may. 

Lord, since his rising in the east 
If we have faltered or transgressed. 
Guide, from Thy love's abimdant source, 
What yet remains of this day's course. 

Help with Thy grace, through life's short day, 

Our upward and our downward way ; 

And glorify for us the west, 

When we shall sink tu final rest. Amen. 

Bishop Wordtvwrtk. 



u. 



263. 

(Psalm CXXXVI.) 

LET us, with a j^adsome mind, 
Fraise the Lord, for He is kind ; 

For His mercies aye endure, 

Ever faithful, ever sure. 

Let us hlaze His name abroad, 
For of gods He is the God ; 
For His mercies, &c. 

His chosen people He did bless 
In the wasteful wilderness ; 
For His mercies, &c. 

He hath with a piteous eye 
Beheld us in our miseiy ; 
For His mercies, &c. 

And freed us from the slavery 
Of the inrading enemy ; 
For His mercies, &c. 

All living creatures He doth feed, 
And with fiill hand supplies their need ; 
For His mercies, &c. 

Let us, therefore, warble forth 
HIb mighty majesty and worth ; 
For His mercies, &c. 

That His mansion hath on high, 
Above the reach of mortal eye ; 

For His mercies, &c. 

John Milton. 
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<^^i^A^^^P 264. 

r.J^ 6.6.7.7.7.7.6. 

THERE was joy in heaven I 

There was joy in heaven I 
When this goodly world to frame 
The Lord of might and mercy came ; 
Shouts of joy were heard on high, 
And the stars sang from the sky 

Oloiy to God in heaven ! 

There was joy in heaven I 

There was joy in Jieaven I 
When the billows, heaving dark. 
Sank around the stranded ark, 
And the rainbow's watery span 
Spake of mercy, hope to man, 

And peace with God in heaven ! 

There was joy in heaven ! 

There was joy in heaven 1 
When of love the midnight beam 
Dawned on the towers of Bethlehem ; 
And along the echoing Mil 
Angels sang, ** On earth goodwill, 

And glory in the heaven J " 

There is joy in heaven I 

There is joy in heaven J 
When the sheep that went astray 
Turns again to virtue's way ; 
When tne soul, by grace subdued, 
Sobs its prayer of gratitude, 

There is joy in heaven ! 



^ 
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265. 



1'. M. 



JESUS lives ! no longer now 

Can thy terrors, Death, appal ns : 
Jesus lives ! by this we know 

Thou, O Grave, canst not enthral us. 

Hallelujah ! 

Jesus lives ! henceforth is death 

But the gate of life immortal ; 
This shall calm our trembling breath. 

When we pass its gloomy portal. 

Hallelujah ! 

Jesus lives ! for us He died ; 

Then alone to Jesus living, 
Pure in heart may we abide, 

Glory to our Saviour j;iving. 

Hallelujah ! 

Jesus lives ! bur hearts know well 
Nought from us His love shall sever ; 

Life, nor death, nor powers of hell 
Tear us from His keeping ever. 

HaUelujah ! 

Jesus lives ! to Him the throne 

Over all the world is given ! 
May we go where He is gone. 
Rest and reign with Him in heaven. 

HaUelujah ! Amen. 
T 2 
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266. 

6.5. 
BRIGHTLY gleams our banner, 

Pointing to the sky, 
Waving wanderers onward 

To their home on high. 
Journeying o'er a desert, - 

Gladly thus we pray, 
And with hearts united 

Take our heavenward way. 

Hail t sweet Jesu, Master ! 

Round Thy sacred feet 
Here, with hearts rejoicing. 

See Thy children meet. 
Long, alas t weVe left Thee, 
^ Straying far away ; 
Now once more we enter 

On the narrow way. 

Brightly gleams, &;c. 

All our days direct us. 

Make us meek and mild, 
By Thy childhood's pattern, 

Mercy's Holy Child. 
Bid Thine angels shield us 

When the storm-clouds lower ; 
Pardon Thou, protect us. 

In death's solemn hour. 

Brightly gleams, &c. 
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266. 

{Conimu€d.) 

JesQ ! Baints and angels 

With Thy Church combine, 
Offering prayers and praises 

At Thy glorions shrine. 
When the toil is over. 

Then comes rest and peace^ 
Jesns in His beauty, 

Songs that never cease. 

Brightly gleams, &c. 
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267. 

P. M. 

HARK, hark, my soul ! angelic songs are swelling 

O'er earth's green fields and ocean's wave-beat shore ; 
How sweet the tmth those blessed strains are telling, 
Of that new life when sin shall be no more. 
Angels of Jesns, angels of light, 
Singing to welcome the pilgrims of the night. 

Onward we go, for still we hear them singing, 
" Come, weary souls, for Jesns bids you come ! " 

And through the dark, its echoes sweetly ringing, 
The music of the (rospel leads us home. 
Angels of Jesus, &c. 

Far, far away, like bells at evening pealing, 
The voice of Jesus sounds o'er land and sea, 

And laden souls by thousands meekly stealing. 
Kind Shepherd ! turn their weary steps to Thee. 
Angels of Jesus, &c. 

Rest comes at length, though life be long and dreary, 
The day must dawn, and darksome night be past ; 

All journeys end in welcome to the weary, 
And heaven, the heart's true home, is reached at last. 
Angels of Jesus, &c.'^ 

\ngels ! sing on, your faithful watches keeping, 

^ing us sweet fragments of the songs above ; 

lie we toil on, and soothe ourselves with weeping, 

ill life's long night shall break in endless love. 

Angels of Jesus, &c. 

F. Fahtr. 
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IN the time of my distress. 
When temptations me oppress, 
And when I my sins confess, 
Sweet Spirit, comfort me. 

When I lie within my bed, 
Sick in heart, and sick in head, 
And with doubts discomforted^ 
Sweet Spirit, comfort me. 

When the house doth sigh and weep, 
And the world is drowned in sleep, 
Yet mine eyes the watch do keep, 
Sweet Spirit, comfort me. 



When the judgment is revealed. 
And that opened which was sealed, 
When to Thee I have appealed, 
Sweet Spirit, comfort me. 

Herrick^s Litany, 1629. 



7.6. 



280 GkEKSBAL. 



269. 



ANTHEM. 

LORD, for Thy tender mercy's aako, ky not our 
sins to our charge; but forgiye that is past, and 
give us grace to amend our sinful li^es, to decline 
from sin, and incline to virtue^ that we may walk 
with a perfect heart before Thee, now and eyermore. 
Amen. 
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1. 



I PRAISED the earth, in beauty seen, 
With garlands gay of rarioos green ; 
I praised the sea, whose ample field 
Shone glorious as a silver shield ; 
And earth and ocean seemed to say, 
" Our beauties are but for a day.' 



aa's. 



ft 



I praised the sun, whose chariot rolled 
On wheels of amber and of gold ; 
I praised the mom, whose softer eye 
Gleamed sweetly through the summer sky ; 
And moon and sun in answer said, 
" Our days of light are numbered." 

O God, good beyond compare ! 

If thus Thy meaner works are fair. 

If thus Thy bounties gild the span 

Of ruined earth and sinful man, 

How glorious must the mansion be, 

Where Thy redeemed shall dwell with Thee I 

Bishop Hchtr. 
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2. 



L. 



YES, God is good ; in eartli and sky, 
From oceftn depths and spreading^ wood, 

Ten thousand voices seem to cry, 
" God made us all, and God is good." 

The sun that keeps his trackless way, 
And downward pours his golden flood) 

Night's sparkling hosts, all seem to say 
In accents clear, that God is good. 

The merry birds prolong the strain. 
Their song with every spring renewed ; 

And balmy air, and falling rain, 
Each softly whispers, " God is good." 

I hear it in the rushing breeze ; 

The hills that have for ages stood. 
The echoing sky and roaring seas. 

All swell the chorus, " Grod is good." 

Yes, God is good, all nature says, 

By God's own hand with speech endued ; 

And man, in louder notes of praise, 
Should sing for joy that God is good. 

For all Thy gifts we bless Thee, Lord ; 

But chiefly for our heavenly food. 
Thy pardoning grace. Thy quickening word : 

These prompt our song that God is good. 

John Hampden Gurnty. 
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3. 



D. C. M. 



THE roseate hues of early dawn, 

The brightness of the day, 
The crimson of the sunset sky, 

How fast they fade away I 
O'for the peariy gates of heaven ! 

for the golden floor ! 
for the Sun of Righteousness 

That setteth nevermore ! 

The highest hopes we cherish here^ 

How fast they tire and faint ! 
How many a spot defiles the robe 

That wraps an earthly saint 1 
for a heart that never sins, 

And raiment spotless white ! 
O for a voice to praise our King, 

Nor weary day or night I 

Herty faith is ours, and heavenly hope, 

And grace to lead us higher ; 
But there are perfectness and peace 

Beyond our best desire. 
by Thy love and anguish, Lord ! 

by Thy life laid down ! 
Vouchsafe us here to bear Thy cross. 

And there to gain Thy crown ! Amen. 

C^dX Frcmces Alexander. 



284 AFFENDIZ. 



4. 

C. M. 

PRAYEB is the soul's sincere desire, 

Uttered or nnezpressed ; 
The motion of a hidden fire 

That trembles in the hreast. 

Prayer is the burthen of a sigh. 

The falling of a tear* 
The upward glancing of the eye 

When none but God l» near. 

Prayer is the simplest iorm of speech 

That infant Hps can try ; 
Prayer the snblimest strains that reach 

The Mi^esty on high. 

Prayer is the contrite sinner's yoice« 

Returning from his ways, 
* While angels in their songs rejoice^ 
And cry, " Behold, he prays ! ** 

Prayer is the Christian's vital breath, 

The Christian's native air ; 
His watchword at the gates of death ; 

He enters heaven with prayer. 
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The saints, in prayer, appear as one 

In word, and deed, and mind ; 
While with the Father and the Son 
' Sweet fellowship they find. 

Nor prayer is made by man alone : 

The Holy Spirit pleads ; 
And Jesus, on the eternal Throne, 

For mourners intercedes. 

O Thou, by whom we come to God, 

The Life, the Truth, the Way, 
The path of prayer Thyself hast trod ; 

Lord ! teach us how to pray] 

JfvtMS Monigomtry, 1819. 



286 APPENDIX. 



5. 

8. 7. 8. 7. 4. 7. 
SOULS in heathen darkness lying, 

Where no light has broken through — 
Sonls that Jesns bought by dying, 
Whom His soul in travail knew — 

Thousand voices, 
Call us o'er the waters blue. 

Christians, hearken ! none has taught them 

Of His love so deep and dear ; 
Of the precious price that bought them — 

Of the nail, the thorn, the spear ; 
Ye who know Him, 

Guide them from their darkness drear. 

Haste, haste, and spread the tidings 

Wide to earth's remotest strand ; 
Let no brother's bitter chidings 

Rise against us — ^when we stand 
In the judgement — 

From some far, forgotten land. 

Lo ! the hills for harvest whiten 

All along each distant shore ; 
Seaward far the islands b^ghten — 

Light of nations ! lead ua o'er : 
When we seek them, 

Let Thy Spirit go before. Amen. 
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6. 

L. M. 

WHERE high the Heavenly Temple stands, 
The house of (rod not made with hands, 
A great High Priest our nature wears, 
Jesus, the Son of Man, appears. 

He who for men their Surety stood^ 
And poured on earth His precious blood, 
Now high exalted for us pleads, 
And with the Father intercedes. 

Our Fellow-sufferer yet retains 
A feUow-feeling for our pains. 
And still remembers in the skies 
His tears. His agonies, and cries. 

In every jiang that rends the heart 
The Man of Sorrows had a part ; 
He sympathises with our grief, 
And to the sufferer sends relief. 

With boldness therefore at the Throne 
Let us make all our sorrows known. 
And seek the aid of heavenly power 
To help us in the evil houi% 

Praise we the Father ; praise the Son, 
Our woes and weakness who hath known ; 
Let equal praise to Spirit blest 
By men and angels be addrest. 

M. Bruce. 
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7. 



7*s. 



60 to dark Gretlisemaiie, 

Ye who feel the tempter's power ; 
Your Redeemer's conflict see, 

"Watch with Him one bitter hour : 
Turn not from His griefs away, 
Learn from Him to watch and pray. 

See Him at the judgement-hall, 
Beaten, bound, revQed,' arraigned ; 

See Him meekly bearing all — 
Love to man His soul sustained : 

Shun not suffering, shame, or loss ; 

Leani of Christ to bear the Cross. 

Calvaiy's mournful mountain view ; 

There the Lord of Glory see. 
Made a sacrifice for you. 

Dying on the accursed tree : 
" It is finished," hear Him cry, 
Trust in Christ, and learn to die. 

Early to the tomb repair, 

"Where they laid His breathless clay ; 
Angels kept their vigils there — 

Who hath taken Him away ? 
Christ is risen, He seeks the skies : 
Saviour ! teach us so to rise. Amen. 

James Montgomery. 
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THE spacious firmament on high. 

With all the blue ethereal sky, 

And spangled heayens, a shining frame, 

Their great Original proclaim. 

The unwearied sun, from day to day^ 

Does his Creator's power display, 

And publishes to every land 

The works of an Almighty hand. 

Soon as the evening siiades prevaal. 
The moon takes up the wondrous tale, 
And nightly to the listening earth 
Repeats the story of her birth ; 
Whilst all the stars that round her bam, 
And all the planets in their turn, 
Confirm the tidings as they roll. 
And spread the truth from pole to pole. 

What though in solemn silence all 

Move round the dark terrestrial ball ? 

What though no real voice or sound 

Amidst their radiant orbs be found ? 

In reason's ear they all rejoice, 

And utter forth a glorious voice. 

For ever singing as they shine, 

"The hand that made us is Divine." 

Spectator, No. 465 : commonly aJttr&mted to Addison, 
possibly written by Andrew Marvtll. 

U 
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9. 

6 8's. 

COME, Thou Traveller unknown, 
Whom still I hold, but cannot see ; 

My company before is gone. 
And I am left alone with Thee : 

"With Thee all night I mean to stay,"^ 

And wrestle till tne break of day. » 

I need not teU Thee who I am, 

My misery or sin declare ; 
Thyself hast called me by my name ; 

Look on Thy hands, and read it there ! 
But who, I ask Thee, who art Thou ? 
Tell me Thy name, and tell me now. 

In vain Thou strugglest to get fi'ee, 

I never will unloose my hold ; 
Art Thou the Man that died for me ? 

The secret of Thy love unfold. 
Wrestling, I will not let Thee go 
Till I Thy name, Thy nature know. 

Wilt Thou not vet to me reveal 

Thy new, unutterable name ? 
Tell me, I still beseech Thee, tell ; 

To know it now resolved I am : 
Wrestling, I will not let Thee go 
TiU I Thy name. Thy nature know. 

*Tis all in vain to hold Thy tongue, 
Or touch tiie hollow of my tUgh ; 

Though every sinew be unstrung. 
Out of my arms Thou shalt not fly : 

Wrestling, I will not let Thee go 

Till I Thy name. Thy nature know. 
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What though my shrinking flesh complain, 
And murmur to contend so long ? 

I rise superior to my pain ; 
When I am weak, uien I am strong : 

And when my all of. strength shall fail, 

I shall with t^e Grod-man prevail. 

My strength is gone ; my nature dies ; 

I sink beneath Thy weighty hand, 
Faint to revive, and fall to rise ; 

I fall, and yet by faith I stand : 
I stand, and will not let Thee go 
Till I Thy name. Thy nature know. 

Yield to me now, for I am weak, 

But confident in self-despair ; 
Speak to my heart, in blessings speak. 

Be conquered by my instant prayer ! 
Speak, or Thou never hence shalt move. 
And tell me, if Thy naopie is Love ? 

*Ti8 Love ! *tis Love ! Thou diedst for me ! 

I hear Thy whisper in my heart ! 
The morning breaks, the shadows flee ; 

Pure universal love Thou art ! 
To me, to all. Thy bowels move ; 
Thy nature and Thy name is Love ! 

My prayer hath power with God ; the grace 

Unspeakable I now receive ; 
Through faith I see Thee feuce to face — 

i see Thee face to face, and live : 
In vain I have not wept and strove ; 
Thy nature and Thy name is Love. 

u2 
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I know Thee, Saviour, who Thou art ; 

Jeaus, the feeble sinner's Friend 1 
Nor wilt Thou with the night depart, 

But stay, and love me to the end I 
Thy mercies never shall remove. 
Thy .nature and Thy name is Love ! 

The Sun of Righteousness on me 
Hath rose, with healing in His wings ; 

Withered my nature's strength, from Thee 
My soul its life and succour brings ; 

My help is all laid up above : 

Thy nature and Thy name is Love J 

Contented now upon my thigh 
I halt till life's short journey end; 

All helplessness, all weakness, I 
On Thee alone for strength depend, 

Nor have I power from Thee to move : 

Thy nature and Thy name is Love I 

Lame as I am, I take the preyi 
Hell, earth, and sin, with ease o'ercome ; 

I leap for joy, pursue my way. 
And as a bounding hart fly home ! 

Through all eternity to prove 

Thy nature and Thy name is Love ! 

Charles Wesley, 1742. 
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10. 

BY cool Siloam'fl shady rill 

How sweet the lily gi'ows ! 
How sweet the breath beneath the hill 

Of Sharon's dewy rose ! 

Lo ! such the child whose early feet 

The paths of peace have trod ; 
Whose secret heart, with influence sweet, 

Is upward drawn to God. 

By cool Siloam's shady rill 

The lily must decay ; 
The rose that blows beneath the hill 

Must shortly fade away : 

And soon, too soon, the wintry hour 

Of man's maturer age 
Will shake the soul with sorrow's power, 

And stormy passion's rage ! , 

Thou, whose infant feet were found 

Within Thy Father's shrine ; 
Whose years, with changeless virtue crowned. 

Were all alike divine ; 

Dependent on Thy bounteous breath. 

We seek Thy grace alone. 
In childhood, manhood, age and death 

To keep us still Thine own. 
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NOW I have found the ground wherein 
Sure my soul's anchor may remain : 

The wounds of Jesus, for my sin 
Before the world's foundation slain ; • 

Whose mercy shall unshaken stay 

When heaven and earth are fled away. 

Father, Thine everlasting grace 
Our scanty thought surpasses far ; 

Thy heart still melts with tenderness ; 
Thine arms of love still open are, 

Returning sinners to receive. 

That mercy they may taste, and live. 

O Love ! thou bottomless abyss ! 

My sins are swallowed up in Thee ; 
Covered is my unrighteousness, 

Nor spot of guilt remains on me : 
While Jesus* Blood, through earth and skies, 
Mercy, free boundless mercy, cries ! 

With faith I plunge me in this sea ; 

Here is my hope, my joy, my rest ; 
Hither, when hell assails, I flee ; 

I look into my Saviour's breast ; 
Away, sad doubt and anxious fear L 
Mercy is all tliat's written there ! 
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Though waves and storms go o*er my liead ; 

Though strength, and health, and friends be gone; 
Though joys be withered all and dead ; 

Though every comfort be withdrawn ; 
On this my stedfast soul relies — 
Father I Thy mercy never dies. 

Fixed on this groiftid will I remain, 
Though my heart fail and flesh decay ; 

This anchor shall my soul sustain 
When earth's foundations melt away : 

Mercy's full power I then shall prove, 

Loved with an everlasting love. 

John Wesley f 1740, /row ./. A. Rothr. 
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DAY of wrath, dreadful day, 
When this world shall pass away. 
And the heavens together roll. 
Shrivelling like a parched scroll — 
Long foretold by saint and sage, 
David's harp, and Sibyl's page. 

Day of terror, day of doom^ 
When the Judge at last shall come ; 
Through the deep and silent gloom. 
Shrouding every human tomb, 
Shall the Archangers trumpet tone 
Summon all before the Throne. 

Then shall nature stand aghast, 
Death himself be overcast ; 
Then, at her Creator's call. 
Near and distant, great and small, 
Shall the whole creation rise. 
Waiting for the great assize. 

Then the writing shall be read, 
Which shall judge the quick and dead ; 
Then the Lord of all our race 
Shall appoint to each his place ; 
Every wrong shall be set right, 
Every secret brooght to light. 

Then, in that tremendous day 

When heaven and earth shall pass away, 

What shall I, the sinner, say ? 

** What shall be the sinner's stay ? " 

When the righteous shrinks for fear. 

How shall my frail soul appear ? 



6 7's. 
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King of kings, enthroiied on high 
In "Hiine awful majesty, 
Thou who of Thy mercy free 
Savest those who saved shall be, 
In Thy boundless charity, 
Fount of Pity, save Thou me ! 

O remember, Saviour dear. 
What the cause that brought Thee here ; 
All Thy long and perilous way 
^"Was for me who went astray : 
When that day at last is come. 
Call, call the wanderer home. 

Thou in search of me didst sit 
Weary with the noon-day heat, 
Thou to save my soul hast borne 
Cross, and grief, and hate, and scorn : 
0, may all that toil and pain 
Not be wholly spent in vain ! 

Righteous Judge, to whom belongs 
Vengeance for all earthly wrongs. 
Grant forgiveness, Lord, at last. 
Ere the dxead account be past ; 
Lo ! my sighs, my gmlt, my shame ! 
"Spare me, for Thine own great name ! 

Thou who bad'st the sinner cease 
From her tears, and go in peace ; 
Thou who to the dying thief 
Spakest pardon and relief ; 
Thou, Lord, to me hast given. 
Even to me, the hope of heaven ! 

A. P. Stanley. 
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8.7.8.7.7.7.7.7. 

LESSONS sweet of spring rctaming, 
Welcome to the thoughtfal heart ! 

May I call ye seuse or learning, 
Instinct pure, or Heaven-taught art ? 

Be your title what it may, 

Sweet the lengthening April day, 

While with you the soul is free, 

Ranging wild o'er hill and lea. 

Soft: as Memnon's harp at morning. 

To the inward ear devout, ^ 
Touched by light, with heavenly warning 

Your transporting chords ring out. 
Every leaf in every nook, 
Every wave in every brook. 
Chanting with a solemn voice. 
Minds us of our better choice. 

Needs no show of mountain hoary, 
Winding shore or deepening glen, 

Where the landscape in its glory 
Teaches truth to wandering men : 

Give true hearts but earth and sky, 

And some flowers to bloom and die, — 

Homely scenes and simple views 

Lowly thoughts may best infuse. 

See the soft green willow springing 

Where the waters gently pass. 
Every way her free arms flinging 

O'er the moist and reedy grass. * 
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Long ere winter blasts are fled, 
See ner tipped with vernal red, 
And her kindly flower displayed 
Ere her leaf can cast a shade. 

Though the nidest hand assail her, 

Patiently she droops awhile. 
But when showers and breezes hail her, 

Wears again her willing smile. 
Thus I learn Contentment's power 
From the slighted willow bower, 
Ready to give thanks and live 
On the least that Heaven may give. 

If, the quiet brooklet leaving, 

Up the stony vale I wind. 
Haply half in fancy grieving 

For the shades I leave behind. 
By the dusty wayside drear 
Nightingales with joyous cheer 
Sing, my sadness to reprove, 
Gladlier than in cultured grove. 

Where the thickest boughs are twining 

Of the greenest darkest tree, 
There they plunge, the light declining — 

All may hear, but none may see. 
Fearless of the passing hoof. 
Hardly will they fleet aloof ; 
So they live in modest ways, 
Trust entire, and ceaseless praise. 

John Kehh,y 
From the '*Christinn Year." 
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" FILL high the bowl, and spice it well, and pour 
" The dews oblivions ; for the Cross is sharp, 

" The Cross is sharp, and He 

" Is tenderer than a lamb. 

" He wept by Lazarus' grave — ^how will He bear 
" This bed of anguish ? and His pale weak form 

" Is worn with many a watch 

" Of sorrow and unrest, 

" His sweat last night was as great drops of blood, 
" And the sad burthen pressed Him so to earth, 

" The very torturers paused 

" To help Him on His way. 

" Fill high the bowl, benumb His aching sense 
" With medicined sleep." — awfal in Thy woe ! 

The parching thirst of death 

Is on Thee, and Thou triest 

The slumberous potion bland, and wilt not drink : 
Not sullen, nor in scorn, like haughty man 

With suicidal hand 

Putting his solace by : 

[it as at first Thine all-pervading look 
iw from Thy Father's bosom to the abyss, 

Measuring in calm presage 

The infinite descent 
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So to the end, though now of mortal pangs 
Made heir, and emptied of Thy glory a^%[le, 

With nnaverted eye 

Thou meetest all the storm. 

Thou wilt feel all, that Thou mayst pity all ; 
And rather wouldst Thou wrestle with strong pain, 

Than overcloud Thy soul, 

So clear in agony, 

Or lose one glimpse of Heaven before the time. 
O most entire and perfect sacrifice, 

Renewed in every pulse 

That on the tedious Cross 

Told the long hours of death, as, one by one, 
The life-strings of that tender heart gave way ; 

Even sinners, taught by Thee, 

Look Sorrow in the face. 

And bid her freely welcome, unbeguiled 
By false kind solaces, ai\ji spells of earth : — 

And yet not all unsoothed ; 

For when was Joy so dear. 

As the deep calm that breathed, "Father, forgive," 
Or " Be with Me in Paradise to-day ? " 

And, though the strife be sore. 

Yet in His parting breath 

Love masters Agony ; the soul that seemed 
Forsaken, feels her present God again, 

And in her Father's arms 

Contented dies away. 

John Keble, 

From the "Chriatian Yeo.r." 
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WHY doth my Saviour weep 

At sight of Sion's bowers ? 
Shows it not fair from yonder steep, 

Her gorgeous crown of towers ? 
Mark well His holy pains : 

'Tis not in pride or scorn, 
That IsraeVs King with sorrow stains 

His own triumphal morn. 

It is not that His soul 

Is wandering sadly on, 
In thought how soon at death's dark goal 

Their course will all be run. 
Who now are shouting round 

Hosanna to their chief ; 
No thought like this in Him is found. 

This were a Conqueror's grief. 

Or doth He feel the Cross 

Already in His heart, 
The pain, the shame, the scorn, the loss ? 

Feel even His God depart? 
No, though He knew full well 

The grief that then shall be — ' 
The grief that Angels cannot tell— 

Our God in agony. 



D. s. M. 
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It is not thus He mourns ; 

Such might be Martyr's tears, 
When his last lingering look he turns 

On human hopes and fears ; 
But hero ne'er or saint 

The secret load might know, 
With which His spirit waxeth faint ; 

His is a Savioui'*s woe. 



" If thou hadst known, e*en thou, 

" At least in this thy day, 
" The message of thy peace ! but now 

" 'Tis passed for aye away : 
" Now foes shall trench thee round, 

" And lay thee even with earth, 
" And dash thy children to the ground, 

" Thy glory and thy mirth." 



And doth the Saviour weep 

Over His people's sin, 
Because we will not let Him keep 

The souls He died to win ? 
Ye hearts tliat love the Lord, 

If at this sight ye burn, 
See that in thought, in deed, in word, 

Ye hate what made Him mouru. 

John KebU, 
From the *'Chri»tian Yenr" 
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^ifttttdij Sivmbni^ after Crhntg. 

8. 8. 8. 6. 8. 8. 8* 6. 

SWEET nurslings of the vemal skies 
Bathed in soft airs, and fed with dew, 

What more than macic in you lies, 
To fill the heart's fond view ? 

In childhood's sports, companions gay. 

In sorrow, on, Life's downward way. 

How soothing ! in our last decay 

^ Memorials prompt and true. 

Relics ye are of Eden's bowers. 

As pure, as fragrant, and as fair 
As when ye crowned the sunshine hours 

Of happy wanderers there. 
Fallen all beside — the world of life. 
How is it stained with fear and strife ! 
In reason's world what storms are rife. 

What passions range and glare ! 

But cheerful and unchanged the while 
Your first and perfect form ye show. 

The same that won Eve's matron smile 
In the world's opening glow. 

The stars of heaven a course are taught 

Too high above our human thought ; 

Ye may be found, if ye are sought, 
And as we gaze, we know. 
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Ye dwell beside our paths and homes, 
Our paths of sin, our homes of sorrow. 

And guilty man, where'er he roams. 
Your innocent mirth may borrow. 

The birds of air before us fleet. 

They cannot brook our shame to meet — 

But we may taste your solace sweet 
And come again to-morrow. 

Ye fearless in your nests abide — 

Nor may we scorn, too proudly wise, 
Your silent lessons, undescried 

By all but lowly eyes : 
For ye could draw the admiring gaze 
Of Him who worlds and hearts surveys : 
Your order wUd, your fragrant maze. 
He taught us how to prize. 

Ye felt your Maker's smile that hour, 
As when He paused and owned you good ; 

His blessing on earth's primal bower, 
Ye felt it all renewed. 

What care ye now, if winter's storm 

Sweep ruthless o*er each silken form ? 

Christ's Messing at your heart is warm, 
Ye fear no vexing mood. 

Alas I of thousand bosoms kind, 

That daily court you and caress, 
How few the happy secret find 

Of your calm loveliness I 
" Live for to-day ! to-morrow*s light 
" To-morrow's cares shall bring to sight, 
'' Go sleep like closing flowers at night, 

" And Heaven thy mom will bless. " 

John KebUy 
From the " ChrUtiom Year. " 
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Sfejeitlg-ll^irJr Swubag after Crinilg. 

p. M. 
RED o'er the forest peers the setting sun, 

The Ime of yellow light dies fast-away 
That crowned the eastern copse : and chill and dun 

Falls on the moor the brief November day. 

Now the tired hunter winds a parting note. 
And Echo bids good-night from every glade ; 

Yet wait awhile, and see the calm leaves float 
Each to his rest beneath their parent shade. 

How like decaying life they seem to glide ! 

And yet no second spring have they in store, 
But where they fall, forgotten to abide 

Is all their portion, and they ask no more. 

Soon o*er their heads blithe April airs shall sing, 
A thousand wild flowers round them shall unfold. 

The green buds glisten in the dews of Spring, 
And all be vernal rapture as of old. 

Uncouscioujs they in waste oblivion lie. 

In all the world of busy life around 
No thought of them ; in all the bounteous sky 

No drop, for them, of kindly influence found. 

Man*s portion is to die and rise again — 
Yet he complains, while these unmurmuring part 

With their sweet lives, as pure from sin and stain 
As his when Eden held his virgin heirt 

nd haply half unblamed his murmuring voice . 

Might sound in Heaven, were all his second life 
lily the first renewed — the heathen's choice, 

A round of listless joy and weaiy strife ; 
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For di-eary were this earth, if earth were all, 
Though brightened oft by dear Affection's kiss ; — 

Who for the spangles wears the funeral pall ? 
But catch a gleam beyond it, and 'tis bliss. 

Heavy and dull this frame of limbs and heart, 
"Whether slow creeping on cold earth, or borne 

On lofty steed, or loftier prow, we dart 

O'er wave or field : yet breezes laugh to scorn 

Our puny speed, and birds, and clouds in heaven. 
And fish, like living shafts that pierce the main. 

And stars that shoot through freezing air at even — 
Who but would follow, might he break his chain ? 

And thou shalt break it soon ; the grovelling worm 
Shall find his wings, and soar as fast and free 

As his transfigured Lord with lightning form 
And snowy vest — such grace He won for thee, 

When from the grave He sprung at dawn of morn, 
And led through boundless air thy conquering road, 

Leaving a glorious track, where saints, new born. 
Might fearless follow to their blest abode. 

But first, by manv a stem and fiery blast 
The world's ruae furnace must thy blood refine. 

And many a gale of keenest woe be passetl, 
Till every pulse beat true to airs divine, 

Till every limb obey the mounting soul, 
The mounting soul, the call by Jesus given. 

He who the stormy heart can so control, 
The laggard body soon will waft to Heaven. 

John KebUf 
From the **ChrUtian Year." 



x2 



308 APPENDIX. 



18. 

»i. lo^'s gag. 



) / S. 

" LORD, and what shall this man do ? " 



Ask*8t thon, Christian, for thy friend 
If his love for Christ he true, 

Christ hath told thee of his end : 
This is he whom God approves, 
This is he whom Jesus loves. 

Ask not of him more than this. 
Leave it in his Saviour's breast, 

Whether, early called to bliss, 
He in youth shall find his rest, 

Or arraM in his station wait 

Till his Lord be at the gate ; 

Whether in his lonely course 
(Lonely, not forlorn) he stay, 

Or with Love's supporting force 
Cheat the toil and cheer the way : 

Leave it all in His high hand, 

Who doth hearts as straams command. 

Oales from Heaven, if so He will. 
Sweeter melodies can wake 

On the lonely mountain riU 
Than the meeting waters miake. 

Who hath the Father and the Son, 

May be left, but not alone. 



( 
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Sick or healthful, slave or free, 
Wealthy, or despised and poor — 

What is that to him or thee. 
So his love to Christ endure ? 

When the shore is won at last, 

Who will count the billows past ? 

Only, since our souls will shrink 

At the touch of natural grief. 
When our earthly loved ones sink. 

Lend us. Lord, Thy sure relief ; 
Patient hearts, their pain to see. 
And Thy grace, to follow Thee, 

John KibUt 
From the ** Christian Year." 
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Sit ^nhxtk'$ §ag. 

WHEN brothers part for manhood's race, 
What gift may most endearing prove 

To keep fond memory in her place, 
And certify a brother's love ! 

'Tis true, bright hours together told 
And blissful dreams in secret shared, 

Serene or solemn, gay or bold. 
Shall last in fancy unimpaired. 

E'en round the death^bed of the good 
Such dear remembrances will hover. 

And haunt us with no vexing mood 
When all the cares of earth are over. 

But yet our craving spirits feel 

We shall live on, though Fancy die. 

And seek a surer pledge — a seal 
Of love to last eternally. 

Who art thou, that wouldst grave thy name 
Thus deeply in a brother's heart ? 

Look on this saint, and learn to frame 
Thy love-charm with tme Christian art. 
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First seek thy Saviour out, and dwell 
. Beneath the shadow of His roof, 
Till thou have scanned His features well, 
And known Him for the Christ by proof ; 

Such proof as they are sure to find 

Who spend with Him their happy days. 

Clean hands, and a self-ruling mind 
Ever in tune for love and praise. 

Then, potent with the spell of Heaven, 

Go, and thine erring brother gain. 
Entice him home to be forgiven, 

Till he, too, see his Saviour plain. 

Or, if before thee in the race. 

Urge him with thine advancing tread. 

Till, like twin stars, with even pace, 
Each lucid course be duly sped. 

No fading frail memorial given 
To soothe his soul when thou art gone. 

But wreaths of hope for aye to live. 
And thoughts of good together done. 

That so, before the judgment-seat. 
Though changed and glorified each face, 

Not unremembered ye may meet 

For endless ages to embrace. 

John KebUj 
From the ** Christian Year." 
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